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THE EDITOE 



TO 



THE EEADEE. 



Several years have passed since an unknown Colporteur, 
or travelling Bookseller, called on the Editor of this book, who 
was induced to purchase a small volume of Poetry, entitled 
" The Souvenir." It contained muoh to be admired, but was 
disfigured by some pieces which appeared as so many weeds 
in a beautiful garden. Confident that the popular character, 
and the low price of the book, would obtain for it an extensive 
circulation, and feeling the importance of making it more in 
unison with divine truth, the Editor offered to the Publisher 
to prepare another edition under the title of " Flowers of 
Poetry." The offer was accepted, and the new work has had 
a rapid and extensive circulation. 

"With no small pleasure the Editor has now arranged an 
edition which will, he hopes, be deemed superior to those by 
which it has been preceded. New flowers will here be found, 
some calculated to attract the reader by their beauty, and 
others to gratify him by their fragrant and scriptural sweet- 
ness. 
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The Editor has no pecuniary interest in the work. His 
labour will be amply recompensed if those who look upon these 
" Flowers of Poetry" experience as much delight in contem- 
plating, as he enjoyed in collecting and arranging them* 
They are designed not merely to please the taste, but, with 
the divine blessing, to improve the heart. May they thus be 
found useful to all travellers to that Paradise of God, which 
the love of Him who agonized in the garden of Gethsemane 
has opened to every true believer in His name t 

The gift of God, by God infused, 
Should be for God, the donor, used ; 
God is of love and joy the source, 
His gifts should have a godlike force, 
And gifted poets should excite 
Pure heavenly love and pure delight. 

Bishop K*ir. 

*The Editor has been assisted in this little work by a friend, 
who has also co-operated with him in other efforts to promote 
the glory of God and the good of souls. "Very harmoniously 
and pleasantly have they laboured together, and their initials 
are here united, with the hope and prayer, that when death 
shall end their labours on earth, they may, through the 
Redeemer's atonement, meet in the happy mansions above, 
where sorrow, sighing, and parting are sounds unknown* 

P>. XV. 

J. L. 



PBEFACE. 



Poetry possesses such charms for the young, that it never 
wearies by repetition ; and thus becomes too deeply impressed 
upon the memory ever to be forgotten. The noblest lessons of 
morality, and the most important doctrines of our holy religion, 
may, in this manner, become almost a part of themselves, in- 
fluencing, by a secret power, the whole course of their lives* 

Nor are the attractions of Poetry superficial. It not only 
captivates by its grace and beauty, but has a tendency, by its 
own intrinsic excellence, to purify and exalt the affections. 
Good Poetry is the offspring of refined thought, and the mind 
that delights in the study of it cannot fail to become the store- 
house of heavenly sentiments. Thus judiciously informed it 
is Hie a garden filled with flowers of richest fragrance, 
shedding a sweet influence over the whole. 

And the study of Poetry not only affords pleasure to the 
mind, and adorns as well as enriches the understanding, but 
from the facility with which its oft-repeated lessons are im- 
pressed on the memory, becomes a powerful safeguard against 
the inroad of sudden temptation ; and lite a swift-winged 
messenger offers important advice at a critical moment. It 
speaks, and often speaks with success, when no other monitor 
would be heard. 



Till. PREFACE. 

Poetry affords enjoyment in retirement, as well as in the 
social circle ; and religions Poetry— the Poetry of the Bible, 
the snhlimest of all poetical compositions — has been found a 
great consolation in old age. Then the mind, shut out from 
the active pursuits of life, requires some stimulus from within. 
At such a time, when the intellectual powers are incapable of 
much exertion, the strains of Poetry which had been learned 
in youth offer. themselves without effort, to cheer and enliven 
the shades of declining years. Even in the hour of death, and 
amidst the last afflictions of the body, the departing spirit has 
been cheered with recollections of Poetry. These have shed 
a light on the soul as it sped on its way to the realms of bliss. 
And not unfrequently, with the favourite hymn, or the oft- 
repeated verse, has the dying Christian concluded those songs 
of praise in the house of his pilgrimage, which he hoped to 
resume in the mansions of glory. 
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THOUGHTS IN A GARDEN. 

While in my garden's calm retreat, 
I am in contemplation led ; 
And while all its loved attractions 
O'er my mind their influence shed ; 

Other gardens 
I, in spirit, often tread. 

First, I enter Eden's garden, 
Yielding peace, and warning too ; 
Adam here, while sinless standing, 
Nought of fear or sorrow knew : 

But what changes 
Did from his offence ensue. 
b 3 
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Then, with grateful faith reviving* 
To Gethsemane I go ; 
And approach, beneath its shadows* 
Jesus bearing all my woe : 
From his sufferings 
All my hopes of safety flow. 

In the garden where they laid him* 
With the Marys oft I sit, 
Weeping till I see him rising, 
Then draw nigh with joyful feet. 

King of terrors ! 
Now thy coming I can meet ! 

In the church, the Saviour's garden, 
Trees, and herbs, and flowers, I see ; 
Guarded, watered, trained, and cherished* 
Plants of immortality : 
All, O Calvary I 
All their vigour comes from thee. 

But above all gardens precious* 
See the heavenly paradise ; 
There the tree of life is growing, 
There the springs of glory rise ; 

And their fulness 
Every want and wish supplies. 

There, shall no thorn e'er pierce the breast ; 
There, the heart ne'er heaves a sigh ; 
There, we hope to walk with Jesus ; 
All our loved connexions by : 

And to reach it, 
'Tis a privilege to die. 
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THE BIBLE. 

We have a solemn trust — God's holy "Word, 

An open volume for his people lies, 
And "he who runs may read." The gracious Ldfd 

Hath writ his law, so that the nation's eyes 
May all behold it. Who shall interpose 
One leaf his providence hath oped, to close ? 

Bear witness, martyrs of the olden days, 

How your true hearts the open Bible prized ! 

You shrank not from the stake and withering blaze ? 
The rack, the chain, the torture, you despised ; 

You bore God's standard midst a hostile host, 

And though you fell, the standard was not lost. 

People of England, rally for your right ! 

Have you no title to the common air ? 
Have you no liberty to use the light ? 

These both are yours — and you shall freely share 
The holiest gift, this Gospel, if you will 
Keep it inviolate and sacred still. 



THE VALUE OF THE SCRIPTURES. 

O child of sorrow, be it thine to know, 
That Scripture only is the cure of woe ! 
That field of promise, how it flings abroad 
Its perfumes o'er the Christian's thorny road ; 
The soul reposing on assured belief, 
Feels herself happy amidst all her grief, 
Forgets her labour, as she toils along— 
Weeps tears of joy, and bursts into a song. 

Cowpeb.. 
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THE CHRISTIAN PILGRIM. 

Pilgrim, burdened with thy sin, 

Gome the way to Zion's gate : 
There, till mercy speaks within, 

Knock, and weep, and watch, and wait; 
Knock — He knows the sinner's cry ; 

Weep — He loves the mourner's tears ; 
Watch — for saving grace is nigh ; 

Wait — till heavenly light appears. 

Hark, it is thy Saviour's voice ! 

"Welcome, pilgrim to thy rest." 
Now within the gate rejoice, 

Safe, and own'd, and bought, and blest- 
Safe from all the lures of vice, 

Owned by joys the contrite know, 
Bought by love, and life the price, 

Blest, the mighty debt to owe ! 

Christian pilgrim ! what for thee, 

In a world like this remains ? 
From thy guarded breast shall flee 

Fear and shame, and doubt, and pains. 
Fear the hope of heaven shall flee, 

Shame from glory's view retire, 
Doubt in full belief shall die, 

Pain in endless bliss expire. 

Cbabbe. 
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THE FOUNTAIN OF SILOAM. 

Isaiah viii.& Johnir.7. 

Beneath Moriah's rocky side, 

A gentle fountain springs ; 
Silent and soft its waters glide, 

Like the peace the Saviour brings. 

The thirsty pilgrim stoops to drink 

Of the cool and quiet wave ; 
And the anxious spirit stops to think 

Of Him who came to save. 

" Siloam" is the fountain's name, 
It means, " One sent from God ; M 

And thus our blest Redeemer's fame 
It gently spreads abroad. 

May I be useful, like this well, 

My Saviour's image bear ; 
And spend my life, my all, to tell 

How sweet his mercies are ! 

R. M. M'Cheynb* 



THE WIND. 

John iii. 8. 

Habk ! how the wind sweeps by, 

In freedom and in might ! 
Hark 1 how it rushes through the sky, 

Swift as an arrow's flight : 
The ships upon the sea 

Are spreading every sail ; 
And gain the port where they would be, 

Blest by the prosperous gale. 
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And yet this mighty wind 

Is all unseen by man, — 
And still it leaves no track behind, 

For mortal eye to scan. 
Whence do the breezes come ? 

And whither do they go ? 
We know not of their secret home, 

Or wherefore they should blow. 

God's Holy Spirit, thus 

Hidden from human sight, 
Gomes like a rushing wind on us, 

With quickening power and might : 
He bids the lofty hearts 

Bow down beneath His will. 
And life and energy imparts, 

Where all was dead and still. 

And when His breezes blow 

Upon the labouring breast, 
How swiftly on our course we go 

To reach the land of rest t 
Like vessels on the sea, 

How are we borne along ! — 
Borne by that Spirit's might, so free, 

So wonderful, so strong ? 

Oh, blessed Spirit, come, 

Unseen by mortal eye ; 
Make every heart thy secret home, 

And with thy power be nigh ; 
Yea, bear us evermore 

through waves of earthly strife ; 
And waft us to the heavenly shore, 

Of everlasting life I 
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THE FORGET ME NOT. 

As oft as I look on thy form, sweet flower, 

So perfect, without a blot ; 
I think that thou telPst of thy Maker's power, 

And bid'st me forget Him not. 

He endued with its wondrous virtue thy seed, 

The form it assumed He chose ; 
His refreshing dews on thy leaves are shed, 

His sunshine thy colour bestows. 

Then, whene'er thy bright blossom adorns my way, 

To heaven may it waft my thought ; 
May it speak in a still small voice and say, 

In his name, " Fobget me not." 

Charlotte Elizabeth Tonna. 



" IT IS WELL." 

Beloved, "it is well V 9 

God's ways are always right ; 
And love is o'er them ail, 

Though far above our sight. 
Beloved, " it is well !" 

Though deep and sore the smart, 
He wounds who skills to bind, 

And heal the broken heart. 
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Beloved, "it is well !" 

Though sorrow clouds our way, 
'Twill make the joy more dear 

That ushers in the day. 
Beloved, " it is well !" 

The path that Jesus trod, 
Though rough and dark it be, 

It leads to heaven and God. 

Bishop Dojlnjs. 



THE CHRISTIAN'S POLAR STAR. 

Folab-Siab of life's dark sea! 
All unknowing how to steer, 
Saviour, I would look to thee, 
O'er the watery waste appear : 
Let no cloud obscure thy light. 
Shine encouragingly bright. 

O'er the rolling billows shine, 

Faith to thee her eye will turn, 
Though the stormy night be mine, 
If my beacon I discern ; 
If my guiding star appear, 
I shall quickly lose my fear. 

Though Hie foaming billows rise, 

I shall scarce their threatening see* 
If I turn me to the skies, 
If I fix my gaze on thee : 
Guiding star, still give thy fight, 
Lead me through the stormy night* 

Ebxzsxok. 
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DIVINE TRUTH. 



The works of man inherit, as is just. 
Their author's frailty, and return to dust ; 
But Truth Divine for ever stands secure, 
Its head as guarded as its base is sure ; 
Fixed in the rolling flood of endless years, 
The pillar of the eternal plan appears, 
The raving storm and dashing wave defies, 
Built by the Architect that built the skies. 
Hearts may be found that harbour at this hour 
The love of Christ in all its quickening power. 
And lips, unstained by folly or by strife, 
Whose wisdom, drawn from the deep Well of life, 
Tastes of its healthful origin, and flows* 
A sacred stream, to wash away our woes. 
Oh days of heaven and nights of equal praise, 
Serene and peaceful as tkose heavenly days, 
When souls drawn upward in Communion sweet, 
Enjoy the stillness of some close retreat ; 
Discourse as if released and safe at home, 
Of dangers past, and wonders yet to come ; 
And spread the sacred treasures of the breast 
Upon the lap of covenanted rest. 

Cqwteb. 

EPITAPH. 

Her' s was a soul of fire that burned 

Too soon for us its earthly tent ; 
But not too soon for her returned 

To Him from whom it first was sent : 
Grave ! keep the ashes till redeemed from thee, 
This mortal puts on immortality. 

J. MOKTGOXXBY. 
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CONFIDENCE IN GOD. 

" My timet are in thy band."— Psalm xxxi. 15. 

My times of sorrow and of joy, 
Great God, are in thy hand ; 
My choicest comforts come from Thee y 
And go at thy command. 

If Thou should' st take them all away. 

Yet would I not repine ; 
Before they were possessed by me, 

They were entirely Thine. 

Nor would I drop one murmuring word, 
Though the whole world were gone ; 

But seek enduring happiness 
In Thee, and Thee alone. 

What is the world with all its store ? 

'Tis but a bitter sweet ; 
When I attempt to pluck the' rose, 

A piercing thorn I meet. 

Here, perfect bliss can ne'er be found, 
The honey's mixed with gall : 

'Midst changing scenes and dying friends, 
Be Thou my all in all. 

Beddome. 



THE SAME SUBJECT. 

Psalm xxxi. 15. 

" My times are in thy hand," 
Lord, I would leave them there : 
I know thy faithfulness and love, 
And firmly trust thy care. 
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My times are in thy hand," 
My Father and my Friend, 
Thou wert my help in trials past, 
I'll trust Thee to the end. 

" My times are in thy hand," 
My Saviour and my Lord ; 
Weary and worn I come to Thee, 
And plead thy precious word. 

" My times are in thy hand," 
Spirit of life and light ; 
Thou did'st from darkness call my soul, 
Shine now upon my night. 

" My times are in thy hand," 

O Father, Spirit, Son ; 

Whate'er my future lot may be, 

Thy gracious will be done. L, T. 



CALVARY. 

He weeps 1 — the falling drop puts out the sun ; 
He sighs ! the sigh earth's deep foundation shakes. 
If in his love so terrible, what then 
His wrath inflamed ! His tenderness on fire, 
Like soft smooth oil, outblazing other fires ! 
Can prayer, can praise avert it r — Thou my all ! 
My theme ! My inspiration ! and my crown ! 
My strength in age ! My rise in low estate ! 
My soul's ambition, pleasure, wealth : My world! 
My light in darkness ! and my life in death ! 
My boast in time ! bliss through eternity ! 
Eternity too short to speak thy praise, 
Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! 

Young. 
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THE HEAVENLY SHOWER. 

Isaiah lr. 10, 11. 

Lobd ! as the rain comes down from heaven — the rain 

Which waters earth, nor thence returns again ; 

But makes the tree to hud,* the grass to spring, 

And feeds and gladdens every living thing ; 

So may thy Word upon a world destroyed, 

Come down in blessing, and return not void ; 

So may it come in universal showers, 

And fill the dreary wilderness with flowers ! 

Let Truth look down from heaven, Hope soar above, 

Justice and Mercy meet, Faith work by love ; 

Nations new born their fathers 1 idols spurn, 

The ransomed of the Lord with songs return ; 

Heralds the year of jubilee proclaim, 

And every tongue praise the Redeemer's name ! 

J. Montgomery. 

THE EVENING CLOUD. 

A cloud was passing near the setting sun, 

A gleam of crimson tinged its braided snow, 
Long had I watched the glory moving on, 

O'er the still surface of the lake below : 
Tranquil its spirit seemed, and floated slow, 

Even in its very motion there was rest, 
While every breath of eve that chanced to blow, 

Wafted the traveller to the beauteous west. 
Emblem, me-thought, of the departed soul, 

To whose white robe the gleam of bliss is given, 
And by the breath of mercy made to roll 

Right onward to the golden gates of heaven ; 
Where, to the eye of faith, it peaceful lies, 

And tells to man his glorious destinies. 

Wilson. 
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"DAILY BREAD." 

Matt ri. 11. 

Day by day the manna fell, 
Oh! to learn this lesson well! 
ft£H by constant mercy fed, 
Gbe se, Lard, my daily bread* 



Day by day the promiae reads, 
Thaky strength for dally needs; 
Cts* foreboding fears away, 
Xaie tibe saanna of to-day . 
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THE WONDERS OF CREATION. 

'Tis sweet to muse upon the skill displayed 
(Infinite skill) in all that God has made ; 
To trace in Nature's most minute design 
The signature and stamp of power divine- 
Contrivance intricate, expressed with ease, 
Where unassisted sight no beauty sees : 
Then with a glance of fancy to survey, 
Far as the faculty can stretch away, 
Ten thousand rivers poured at his command 
From urns that never fail, through every land ; 
These, like a deluge with impetuous force, 
Those, winding modestly a silent course ; 
The cloud-surmounting Alps, the fruitful vales, 
Seas on which every nation spreads her sails ; 
The sun, a world whence other worlds drink light, 
The crescent Moon, the diadem of night ; 
Stars countless, each in its appointed place, 
Fast anchored in the deep abyss of space ; — 
At such a sight to catch the Poet's flame, 
And with a rapture, like his own, exclaim, 
"These are Thy glorious works, Thou source of good, 
How dimly seen, how faintly understood ! 
Thine, and upheld by thy paternal care, 
This universal frame, thus wondrous fair ; 
Thy power diyine, and bounty beyond thought, 
Adored and praised in all that thou hast wrought ; 
Absorbed in that immensity I see, 
I shrink abased, and yet aspire to Thee ; 
Instruct me, guide me to that heavenly day, 
Thy words more clearly than thy works display ; 
That while thy truths my grosser thoughts refine, 
I may resemble Thee, and call Thee mine." 

Cowpeb. 
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NATURE'S VOICES. 

There are deep voices all around, 
In earth and heaven above ; 

Oh ! listen to each gentle sound, 
Of warning or of love. — 

The Sun which rises earth to bless, 
And light and comfort brings, 

Speaks of the Sun of Righteousness, 
With healing in His wings. 

The stars proclaim with voice divine, 
As through the heavens they move, 

Like us the sons of God shall shine 
In their bright home above. 

The wind that in its viewless course, 

Sweeps mightily along, 
Tells of the Holy Spirit's force, 

So secret, free, and strong. 

The birds that on unwearied wing, 

"Warble their joyful lays, 
Bid our dull hearts arise and spring 

To heaven in prayer and praise. 

Each tree that lifts its head on high, 
Speaks of what God has given, 

The tree whose leaves shall never die, 
" The Tree of Life" in heaven. 

The beauteous flowers, so fresh and fair 
They have their voices too, — 

God, who to us extends His care, 
Will also succour you. 
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And^pring, with her returning bloom, 
\Wh all her verdant train, 

Proclaims that from the silent tomb, 
We too shall rise again. 

Yes — there are voices far and near, 
Nor can we count them all ; 

Mortals ! incline a thoughtful ear, 
"lis God vouchsafes to call. 



THE IVY. 

Beautiful plant, clasping the ruin'd tower 

That time hath wreck' d, and venturing fearless up 

Into the frosty sky ! hast thou a heart 

For constant friendship, that thou thus dost dare 

Peril and storm, and winter's tyranny, 

With changeless brow ? 

Art thou a Christian, Ivy,-— thus to clothe 
The naked, and the broken heart to bind, 
And bless the old, and cheer the desolate ? 
A teacher sure thou art, and should' st be rank'd 
Among the few who by example teach. 

And should we linger here, 
Till our props fall around us, and each rose 
Fades in our grasp, oh ! might one friend remain, 
Fond and unchanged like thee; we scarce should heed 
The touch of wasting lime. 

Thy leaf so fresh, so green, doth show to all 
The young who wander near, how to be true 
In love, and pitiful to woe, and kind 
To hoary age, and with unchanging heart 
Do good to those who render naught again. 

MiUS. SlGOtTBNBY. 
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JESUS. 
" Thou shalt call his name Jeans."— Matt. i. 31, 

Jesus ! the very thought of Thee 
With sweetness fills the breast ; 

But sweeter far Thy face to see, 
And in Thy presence rest. 

Tongue never spake, ear never heard, 
Never from heart o'erflowed, 

A dearer name, a sweeter *ord 
Than Jesus, Son of God. 

O hope of every contrite heart ! 

O joy all the meek, 
To those who fall, how kind thou art 

How good to those who seek ! 

But what to those who find ? Ah ! this 
No tongue nor pen can show ; 

The love of Jesus ! what it is, 
None but His loved ones know. 

Jesus ! may all thy saving name, 

Thy wondrous love adore, 
And seeking Thee, themselves inflame, 

To seek Thee more and more 1 

Thee, Jesus ! may our voices bless, 

Thee may we love alone, 
And ever in our lives express, 

The image of Thine Own. 
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THE STARS. 

# 

The Stars ! the Stars ! go forth by night, 

Lift up thine eyes on high, 
And view the countless worlds of light, 

Which gem the vaulted sky : 
Go forth in silence and alone, 
* This glorious sight to scan ; 
And bid thy humbled spirit own 

The littleness of man. 

The Stars ! the Stars ! recall that one 

Which shone o'er Bethlehem's plains, 
When God sent down his glorious Son 

To break our galling chains ; 
To shed his blood upon the tree, 

Our chastisement to bear ! 
Oh ! think on Him who died for thee, 

With gratitude and prayer. 

The Stars ! the Stars ! the silent stars, 

Unto the worldling's ear ; 
3ut he whose sense no passion mars 

Their voice divine can hear ; 
To him they sing those heavenly songs 

Which angel harps employ ; 
And he in spirit joins the throngs 

Who with them " shout for joy." 

BJlKTON. 
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EVENING THOUGHTS. 

Now one day's journey less divides 
Me from the land where God resides ; 
, If I have used the grace bestowed, 
And kept the straight and narrow road. 

If I have walked by faith and fear, 

A stranger and a pilgrim here ; 

And in each deed, and word, and thought, 

Have lived as Christ's disciple ought. 

I've one day less my watch to keep, 
My foes to fear, my falls to weep ; 
I've one day less to see within 
Conflict, defeat, and doubt, and sin. 

I've one day less the road to tread, 
Where thorns abound and snares are spread; 
To view a world of want and war, 
Disease and sorrow, sin and care. 

And oh ! reflect, my fainting soul, ' 
Thou'rt one stage nearer to the goal ; 
Thou'rt one day nearer to the shore 
Where sin shall never grieve thee more. 

» Thou'rf nearer to that holy state, 
On which thou lovest to meditate ; 
Thou'rt nearer to that happy homej - 
Where all the ransomed soon shall come. 
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HEALING AT SUNSET. 

11 At,even, when the son did set, they brought unto him all 
that were diseased." — Mark i. 32. 

Judejl'8 summer sun went down, 
And lo ! from tale and plain. 

Around the heavenly healer thronged 
A sick and sorrowing train. 

He raised his hand, the lame man leaped, 

The blind forgot his woe, 
And with a sudden rapture gazed 

On nature's glorious show. 

Up from his bed of misery rose 

The paralytic pale, 
While the loathed leper dared once more 

His fellow man to hail. 

The lunatic'B unruffled brow 
With smiles of tore o'ersjttead, 

Rejoiced the kindred hearts that long 
Had trembled at his tread. 

Yes, all that sad imploring train 

He healed ere evening fell ; 
And speechless joy was born that nighjfc 

In many a lonely cell. 

Ere ei>enmg feU ! Oh ye who find 

The chills of age descend; 
And with the lustre of your locks. 

Grey hairs are seen to blend ; 

Haste, ere the darkening shades of night, 

Have every hope bereaved ; 
Nor leave the safety of the soul 

Unsought for, unachieved. 

Mas. Siqottbney. 
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A MOTHER'S PRAYER. 



My son ! the wanderings of thy way 

It is not mine to trace, 
Through sprightly youth's exulting day, 

Or manhood's holder race : 
What discipline thy heart may need, 

What clouds may veil thy sun, 
The eye of God alone can read— 

And let his will be done. 



Yet might a mother's prayer of love 

Thy future years control ; 
Those boasted gifts that often prove 

The ruin of the soul ; 
Beauty and fortune, wit and fame, 

For thee it would not craye, 
But tearful urge a fervent claim 

To joys beyond the grave. 

O ! be thy wealth an upright heart, 

Thy strength the sufferer's stay, 
Thine early choice that better part 

Which cannot fade away ; 
Thy zeal for Christ a quenchless fire, 

Thy Mends the men of peace, 
Thy heritage an angel's lyre, 

When earthly changes cease. 
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SUPPLICATION. 



" If we live in the Spirit, let as walk in the Spirit/' 

Gal, v. 26. 



Spiett of God ! descend upon my heart ; 

Wean it from earth, through all its pulses move ; 
Stoop to my weakness, mighty as Thou art, 

And make me love Thee as I ought to love. 

I ask no dream, no prophet ecstacies, 
No sudden rending of the veil of clay : 

No angel visitant, no opening skies ; 
But take the dimness of my soul away. 

Hast thou not bid us love Thee, God, and King ? 

All, all thine own — soul, heart, and strength, and 
mind; 
I see thy cross — there teach my heart to cling : 

O let me seek Thee, and oh ! let me find. 

Teach me to feel that Thou art always nigh ; 

Teach me the struggles of the soul to bear, 
To check the rising doubt, the rebel sigh ; 

Teach me the patience of unanswered prayer. 

Teach me to love Thee as thine angels love, 
One holy passion filling all my frame ; 

The baptism of the heaven-descended Dove, 
My heart an altar, and thy love the flame. 

Cboly. 
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THE DEAF, DUMB, AND BLIND GIRL. 

No page of friendship, or of love, 

Must breathe soft language o'er her heart; 

Nor that blest book, which guides above, 
Its message to her soul impart. 

But Thou who didst on Calvary die, 
Flows not thy mercy great and free ? 

Thou who didst rend of death the tie, 
Is any grief too strong for thee ? 

And Thou, oh Spirit pure ! whose rest 

Is. with the lowly contrite train, 
Lighten the darkness of her breast, 

And cleanse of every ill the stain ; 

The change's vastness who can tell ? 

When from the ear its seal shall part, 
Where countless lyres seraphic swell, 

And holy transport thrills the heart : 

When the chain' d tongue, forbid to pour 

The broken melodies of time, 
Shall to the highest numbers soar 

Of everlasting praise sublime ; 

When those dark eyes, which ne'er might trace 
The features of their kindred clay, 

Shall see, of Deity, the face, 

And glow with rapture's deathless ray. 

Mrs. Sigourney. 
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BREAD IN THE WILDERNESS, 

A voice amid the desert — 

Not of him 
Who in rough garments clad, and locust-fed— 
Cried to the sinful multitude, and claim' d 
Fruits of repentance with the lifted scourge 
Of terror and reproof. A milder guide, 
With gentler tones, doth teach the listening throng, 
Moved with a kind compassion as he saw 
The shepherdless and poor. 

Day wore apace, 
Noon hasted, and the lengthening shadows brought 
The unexpected eve. They lingered still, 
Eyes fix'd, and lips apart : the very breath 
Constrain' d, lest some escaping sigh might break 
The tide of knowledge, sweeping o'er their souls, 
Like a strange, raptured dream. They heeded not 
The spent sun closing in the distant west 
His burning journey. What was time to them, 
Who heard, entranced, the eternal Word of Life ? 
But the weak flesh grew weary, — hunger came, 
Sharpening each feature, and to faintness drain' d 
Life's vigorous fount. The holy Saviour felt 
Compassion for them. His disciples press, 
Care-stricken to his side : " Where shall we find 
Bread in this desert ?" 

Then, with lifted eye, 
He bless'd and brake the slender store of food, 
And fed the famish' d thousands. Wondering awe, 
With renovated strength! inspired their souls, 
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As, gazing on the miracle, they mark'd 
The gathering fragments of their feast, and heard 
Such heavenly words as lip of mortal man 
Had never uttered. 

Thou, whose pitying heart 
Yearn' d o'er the countless miseries of those 
Whom thou didst die to save, touch thou our souls 
"With the same spirit of untiring love. 
Divine Redeemer, may our fellow man, 
Howe'er by rank or circumstance disjoin' d, 
Be as a brother in his hour of need ! 

Mas. Sigotteney. 



JESUS WEEPING. 

" He beheld the city and wept oyer it."— Lute xix. 41. 

Did Christ o'er sinners weep, 
And shall our cheeks be cfiy ? 

Let floods of penitential grief 
Burst forth from every eye. 

The Son of God in tears ! 

The angels, wondering, see : 
Hast thou no wonder, O my soul ? 

He shed those tears for thee. 

He wept that we might weep 

Over our sin and shame ; 
He wept to show His love for us, 

And bid us show the same. 

Then tender be our hearts, 

Our eyes with sorrow dim, 

Till every tear from every eye, 

Be wiped away by Him. 
p 3 
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A THOUGHT ON THE SEA SHORE. 

See, with awe, the mighty ocean 
Spread its waters far and wide, 

All its waves in ceaseless motion, 
Bearing on the rolling tide ; 

And when the vast deep you view, 

Think of God's great love for you. 

Love that is for ever flowing, 
Pouring mercies all around ; 

Neither change nor limit knowing, 
Broad and deep, without a hound ; 

When that swelling sea you view, 

Think of God's great love for you. 

Love that pardons your transgressions, 
Love that hears you on its breast ; 

Wafts you safe from all oppressions, 
To the land of endless rest. 

With that haven full in view, 

Think of God's great love for you. 

J. Newton. 



A PRAYER. 

Mt grovelling spirit, Lord, in mercy raise, 
Let holy objects to my heart be given, 

That faith may mingled be with prayer and praise, 
And all my earthly ends with hopes of heaven. 

Let me behold thy hand in life and death, 

Where'er abroad my wandering feet may rove, 

Gratefully serve Thee till my latest breath, 
And love Thee with an everlasting love. 

G. MOGBIDGE. 
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FAITH. 

fob a faith as firm, unmoved, 
As his, "the friend of God," 

Who, firmly with the child he loved, 

Moriah's mountain trod ; 
And bound his son, and raised his hand, 
Obedient to his Lord's command. 

Or his, Arabia* 8 tempted son, 

Oppressed with many a woe ; 
His children dead, his riches gone, 

In pain and sickness low ; 
From whose pale lips in anguish burst, 
"Though He should slay me, Him I'll truBt." 

But Lord, to me thy wayward child, 
Still prone to choose the wrong, 

With guilty thoughts and words defiled, 
Do such high things belong ? 

Yea, is it not deep pride of heart 

Which bids such lofty wishes start ? 

The lowly things of thy blest word 

Are fitter far for me ; 
And there, the humblest prayer preferr'd 

Was heard and mark'd by Thee : 
Both, "if thou canst," and, "if thou wilt," 
Were granted, though on doubting built. 

Thou art unchanged — thy gracious ear, 

Attends the cry of grief ; 
" Lord I believe" — oh, deign to hear ! 

" Help thou mine unbelief :" 

1 know — I know thou will not spurn 
One who before thy cross would mourn. 
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Increase my weak, my wavering faith, 

Fix it on Thee alone ; 
Lead me to conquer sin and death, 

And foes to me unknown ; 
Feeble and faint my cry may be, 
Yet, Lord, I still would cling to Thee. 

M. A. Stodakt. 



THE MOKNING HOUR. 

Soft slumbers now my eyes forsake, 

My powers are all renewed ; 
May my freed spirit too awake, 

With heavenly strength endued ! 

Think, O my soul, could dying men, 

One lavished hour retrieve, 
Though spent in tears, and passed in pain, 

What treasures would they give ? 



But seas of pearl, and mines of gold, 
Were offered then in vain ; 

Their pearl of countless price is lost, 
And where's the promised gain ? 



Lord ! teach me now the good to prize 

I dying shall esteem ; 
And every pleasure to despise 

I then shall worthless deem ! 

H. Mobe. 
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SUBMISSION. 

u O my Father, if thi* cap may not pass away from me, 
except I drink it, thy will he done."— Matt xxvi. 42. 

Is there no way but this, most gracious Lord ? 

Must every earthly tie thus sever' d be, 

Or twined around with thorns ? Is there no spot 

Whereon my wearied spirit may repose, 

My wounded heart, in sweet affection's balm 

Be steep' d awhile, ere its last pulse shall throb ? 

Thou knowest, Lord — and thou alone canst know— 

The inward depths of that deceitful font, 

Where many a sin lies sleeping but not dead. 

Then let me humbly bend my will to thine, 

My righteous Lord, my Father, and my God. 

If through this dreary world 
Thou seest it meet that I should struggle on 
In loneliness of spirit, still unsoothed 
By human love, uncheer'd by earthly hope,— 
deign to let thy Spirit dwell with me, 
Shewing me evermore thy hand of love ! 
Thou knowest, Lord, my heart's deep bitterness- 
Its griefs, its sins, its struggles, all thou seest. 
In utter helplessness to Thee I come, 

O, my Saviour, aid me now ; 
Let the full sense of thy unchanging love 
Rest on my spirit with abiding power : 
That so my yearning heart, cleaving to Thee, 
May never pine for that which thou deniest. 
Give me thy peace — that satisfying peace 
Which Thou alone canst give, but given, 
No power can take away — sinful and weak, 
Unworthy of the least of thy rich mercies, 
Still would I cast myself on Thee for all. 
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THE PILGRIM. 

Heb. xi. 15, 16. 

Oh ! tell me not of earthly joys, 

Seek not to chain my spirit here ; 
My wealth transcends these gaudy toys, 

My home is in a higher sphere. 
I cannot stay to cull the flowers, 

The fading flowers of guilty earth, 
Nor banquet in the sinful bowers 

Of indolence and godless mirth. 

The Pilgrim's staff, the Pilgrim's scrip, 

Support and feed me as I go : 
In the pure waves I bathe my lip, 

From yonder smitten rock which flow. 
Then marvel not, I cannot stay, 

To drink of earth's polluted streams, 
These fountains nerve me for my way, 

And Bethlehem's star, my pole-star gleams. 

I go to join the loved, the lost, — 

Not lost, not lost, but gone before ; 
I go to join the heavenly host 

Encamped on Jordan's further shore. 
The Father of the faithful there 

Waits to embrace his ransomed son, 
And saints and angels songs prepare 

To greet me when my journey's done. 
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And He, the loveliest and the best, 

Slain for my sins, and yet my Mend, 
Points to the scar upon his breast, 

To lure me to my journey's end. 
Intreat me not— «ao more delay 

The way-worn pilgrim from his home : 
My Saviour calls — I must away — * 

Jesus, my God ! I come, I come. 

R. W. Ktub. 



THE CHURCH OF OUR FATHERS. 



[jlxf screened by its trees in the sabbath's calm 

smile, 
he Church of our Fathers, how meekly it stands ! 

> Villagers, gaze on the old hallowed pile — 

; was dear to their hearts, it was raised by their 

hands. 
Tho loves not the ground where they worshipp'd 

their God ? 
Tho loves not the ground where their ashes repose ? 
►ear even the daisy that blooms on the sod, 
or dear is the dust out of which it arose ! 
hen let not the temple our forefathers built, 
7hich the tempests of ages have batter'd in vain, 
e abandon' d by us from supineness or guilt— 

> let it not fall by the rash and profane ! 
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HEAVENLY REQUIREMENTS. 

" the Lord hatb need of them."— Matt. xxi. 3. 

O wohds of wonder ! Saviour, can it be, 
That thine own works are needful thus to thee ? 
What didst thou need when sojourning on earth ? 
One of the brute creation, little worth, 
To bear thee on thy way. What didst thou need ? 
With lowly wonder shall thy children read, 
A rest the well beside — a fig to eat — 
A little water to refresh thy feet — 
Draught from the well, thy burning thirst to slake, 
The floor of some poor barge thy bed to make — 
A pillow for thy head — Were these the things 
Needed awhile by Him, the King of Kings ? 
What, did He need God's counsels to fulfil ? 
Christian, reply, with deeper reverence still : 
From all earth's boundless wastes and forests wide, 
One cross of wood there to be crucified — 
A crown of thorns — a robe of mockery's die- 
All to fulfil the ancient prophecy. 
Yea, it must be fulfilled. He needed all ; 
The dying thirst — the vinegar and gall ; 
The hand of friendship that, 'mid twilight's gloom, 
Should take Him from the cross, and lay Him in 

the tomb. 
But this is past : and all heaven's host once more 
Throng round their King in rapture to adore. 
Blest, self-existent, with a crown of light, 
A robe of glory, and an arm of might, 
What needest Thou ? The feeble ones of earth 
Thine to become by new and heavenly birth. 
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O, ask ye what He needs ! We dare reply, 

The tear of penitence, the suppliant's sigh. 

Christian, thy Lord has need of thee. Awake ! 

And bear and suffer all things for his sake, 

He needs thy all : thy body, spirit, soul, 

All to be subjected to his control : 

Thy thoughts, thy memory, speech, and song, and 

lyre, 
Bring all to Him, that He may all inspire : 
O give not up thyself to aught beside : 
He needs thee who for thee was crucified. 
What would HE have, heaven's harmony to swell ? 
Thy voice of praise, the history thou canst tell. 
O, can it be, his bliss is not complete 
Till every ransom'd one has claim'd his seat ; 
Till every voyager the wave has past, 
And every crown before his feet is cast ? 
And hast thou need of us ? Lord, let us see 
Our infinite, unceasing need of thee. 

Miss Emra. 



THE IDOL. 

Whatever passes as a cloud between 
The mental eye of faith, and things unseen, 
Causing that brighter world to disappear, 
Or seem less lovely, and its hopes less dear : 
This is our world, our Idol, though it bear 
Affection's impress, or devotion's air. 
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THE OAK. 

King of the forest ! which through years gone by 
Hast reign' d unharm'd in lofty majesty ; 
Thou, when with clouds the sky was overcast, 
And frailer forms were bent before the blast, 
Amidst the tempest's frowns upreard'st thy head, 
As if to shew how vain its power was shed. 
Full many a form, who oft beneath thy shade 
In youth hath linger' d, or in childhood play'd, 
Returns no more : snatch'd in life's early bloom, 
Some are now sleeping in the silent tomb : 
Fair flowers of spring ! the beautiful, the bright, 
Transplanted to a sphere of purer light. 
Many have left their home and native land, 
And sever' d is the once gay household band ; 
To meet perhaps a solitary grave 
In foreign climes, or 'neath the briny wave. 
Full many an autumn, noble tree ! has seen 
Thy foliage change, though now so fresh and green ; 
And winter too thy leafless form has view'd ; 
But spring return' d, and all thy bloom renew' d. 
Thus, then, as these their power and strength renew, 
And opening beauties yearly glad the view, 
So may our souls upborne on faith's Arm wing, 
Rise from mortality to endless spring ; 
And as thy root, Arm buried in the ground, 
Stedfast withstands the storms that gather round ; 
So, though with clouds our path be overcast, 
Be our' s to rise unharm'd from every blast. 
Be our'a to root our faith in that bright way 
"Which leads to realms of everlasting day — 
To trust in God, though tempests round us fall- 
To feel, to own that Christ is all in all. 
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CHRISTIAN CONSOLATION. 



I weep, but not rebellious tears ; 

I mourn, but not in hopeless woe ; 
I droop, but not with doubtful fears, 

For whom Fve'trusted, Him I know : 
Lord, I believe — assuage my grief, 
And help, help, my unbelief ! 



Blind eyes! fond heart! that vainly sought 
For lasting bliss in things of earth ; 

Remembering but with transient thought, 
Thy heavenly home, thy second birth ; 

Till God, in mercy, broke at last, 

The chains that held thee down so fast. 



In heaven, that holy, happy, place, 
I soon shall know, as I am known ; 

And see my Saviour face to face. 

And meet, rejoicing round his throne, 

The faithful souls made perfect there 

From earthly stains, from mortal care. 

Mbs. Southet. 
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AFFLICTION. 
II, Cor. iv. 17, 18. 

The path of Sorrow, and that path alone, 

Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown ; 

No traveller e'er reach' d that blest abode, 

Who found not thorns and briers on his road. 

For He, who knew what human hearts would prove, 

How slow to learn the dictates of his love, 

That, hard by nature, and of stubborn will, 

A life of ease would make them harder still ; 

In pity to the souls his grace design'd 

To rescue from the ruins of mankind ; 

Call'd for a cloud to darken all their years, 

And said, " Go, spend them in the vale of tears !" 

O balmy gales of soul-reviving air ! 

O salutary streams that murmur there ! 

These flowing from the fount of grace above, 

Those breathed from lips of everlasting love. 

The flinty soil, indeed, their feet annoys, 

Chill blasts of trouble nip their springing joys ; 

An envious world will interpose its frown, 

To mar delights superior to its own ; 

And many a pang experienced still within, 

Reminds them of their hated inmate, Sin ; 

But ills of every shape and every name, 

Transform' d to blessings, miss their cruel aim ; 

And every moment's calm that soothes the bieast 

Is given in earnest of eternal rest. 

Cowpeb. 



* 
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THE EVENING HOUR. 

It is an hour of holy hush and calm, 

Of dewy stillness breathing from each vale, 

Of birds' low vesper, and of fragrant balm, 
Borne whispering low upon the twilight gale ; 

With faint sound mingled of the distant chime 

Of Sabbath-bell at this calm even-time. 

It is an hour of rest to all the earth : 
The village-hamlet and its noise are still, 

And hush'd to sleep is childhood's voice of mirth, 
And nought is heard but the low singing rill ; 

Or voice of bell from yonder ivied tower, 

With solemn sound proclaiming the past hour. 

It is an hour when twilight shadows rise, 
And earth and ocean rest beneath the gloom, 

And the first star appears in yonder skies, 
Telling of realms beyond the silent tomb ; 

While night comes on with her lone starry train, 

And the young moon sheds forth her light again. 

It is an hour when holy thoughts arise, 

An hour to bend in still and solemn prayer, 
To call each thought back to those starry skies, 
And view with wonder those bright myriads 
there, 
Spread out afar by the same wondrous power, 
Who gave to wearied man eve's tranquil hour. 

Abhss. 
b 3 
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THE VILLAGE CHURCH-YARD. 



What a varying scene is a village church-yard, 

How solemn, how sad, then how gay ; 
How oft has the mourner wept o'er its sod, 
How oft has the foot of the mirthful trod 
Its paths on a festive day ! 



'Tis the Sabbath morn, and the pealing bell 

Tolls deep from the ivied tower ; 
"While the oaken porch and the neighbouring yew 
Are throng* d by the crowds who attend to renew 

Their vows at that sacred hour. 



With that holy calm, that composure of soul, 
Which is joy though devoid of mirth ; 

With devotion diffusing sweet peace through the 
breast, 

They hail the return of the day of rest, 
Which to them is a heaven on earth. 



It is evening — and now from the turret grey 

Tolls forth a more solemn sound ; 
And I see in the distance a funeral train 
As they silently move o'er the village plain, 
To the gate of the hallowed ground. 



% 



SACRED POETRY. 55 



It was lately I stood by a sister's grave, 

My heart has not ceased to feel ; 
I follow' d her corse to its lowly cell, 
I wept as I heard her funeral knell- 
There was anguish in its peal. 



And now as I join with the sorrowing band, 

I can hear the low bursting sigh ; 
'Tis the moment the beautiful prayer has been said, 
And the earth has been closed o'er the loved one 
dead — 

How deep is the agony ? 



Bat the evening is pass'd, and the mourners are 
gone, 
And the sun rises smiling and gay ; 
And now, oh how changed is the village green ! 
How changed is the church-yard where sadness 
had been, 
On the eve of the Sabbath-day ! 



Again the old tower rings a merry peal, 
And in many a heart there is mirth ; 
But I sigh, though I've looked on the bridal maid, 
As I turn to the spot where so lately was laid, 
That corse in its cold, cold earth. 



For oh ! what is life ? — 'tis-a varying scene, 
Like a church-yard, from solemn to gay : 
And religion alone can diffuse through the whole, 
That devotional calm, which each worshipper's soul 
Enjoyed on that Sabbath-day. 
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SUBMISSION. 

Amidst the various scenes of ills, 
Each stroke some kind design fulfils ; 
And shall I murmur at my God, 
When sovereign love directs the rod ? 

Peace, rebel thoughts, I'll not complain, 
My Father's smiles suspend my pain ; 
Smiles that a thousand joys impart, 
And pour the balm that heals my heart. 

Though heaven afflict, I'll not repine, 
A heart-felt comfort still is mine ; 
Comfort that shall o'er death prevail, 
And journey with me through the vale. 

My Saviour ! smooth my rugged way, 
And lead me to the realms of day : 
To milder skies and brighter plains, 
Where everlasting sunshine reigns. 

Cottok. 



DIVINE LOVE. 

There's nothing bright, above, below, 
From flower that blooms to stars that glow, 
But in its light my soul can see 
Some feature of the Deity. . 
There's nothing dark, below, above, 
But in its gloom I trace thy love, 
And meekly wait that moment, when 
Thy touch shall turn all bright again. 

Moore. 
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THE GARDEN. 

See the fair and fragrant flowers 

Peeping their green mantles thro', 
Weeping 'neath the passing showers, 

Smiling 'neath the sudden blue ; 
See their lovely colours blended, 

Brought from many a varying clime, 
And with careful nurture tended, 

Till they reach their fullest prime. 



So the Church, a water' d garden, 

Bounded by the Almighty's power, 
Feels his mercy's gracious pardon, 

Feels his Spirit's gentle shower ; 
So from many a scatter' d nation 

Are his chosen brought with care, 
Given the life of his Salvation, 

Rooted, grounded, 'stablished there ! 



O ! may we indeed be taken 

From the world's polluted waste, 
By his presence ne'er forsaken, 

All his vital spirit taste ; 
Where the streams of life are flowing, 

Land by saints and prophets trod, 
May we still be freshly growing 

In the garden of our God ! 
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THE HAPPY MAN. 

Hs is the happy man, whose life e'en now 
Shows somewhat of that happier life to come : 
Who, doom'd to an obscure but tranquil state, 
Is pleased with it, and were he free to choose, 
Would make his state his choice ; whose peace the 

fruit 
Of virtue, and whose virtue, fruit of faith, 
Prepare for happiness ; bespeak him one 
Content indeed to sojourn while he must 
Below the skies, but having there his home. 
The world o'erlooks him in her busy search 
Of objects, more illustrious in her view : 
And occupied as earnestly as she, 
Though more sublimely, he o'erlooks the world. 
She scorns his pleasures, for she knows them not ; 
He seeks not her's for he has proved them vain. 
He cannot skim the ground like summer birds 
Pursuing gilded flies ; and such he deems 
Her honours, her emoluments, her joys. 
Therefore, in contemplation is his bliss. 
Whose pow'r is such, that whom she lifts from earth, 
She makes familiar with a heaven unseen, 
And shows him glories yet to be reveal' d. 

CoWPEB. 



THE OCEAN. 

Psalm cvii. 23, 24. 

O God ! thy name they well may praise, 

Who to the deep go down, 
And trace the wonders of thy ways, 

Where rocks and billows frown. 
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If glorious be that awful deep, 

No Human power can bind, 
What then art Thou, who bid'st it keep, 

Within its bounds confined ? 

Let heaven and earth in praise unite, 

Eternal praise to Thee, 
Whose word can raise the tempest's might, 

Or still the raging sea. 

MBS. HEMA2TS. 



" DOERS OF THE WORD." 

James i. 22. 

The question is, not if our earthly race 
Was once enlightened by a flash of grace ; 
If we, having a place on Zion's hill, 
Called Jesus, "Lord," but if we did his will? 
What if the stranger, sick, and captive, lie 
Naked and hungry, and we pass them by ; 
Or do but some extorted pittance throw, 
To save our credit, not to ease their woe ? 
Or strangers to the charity whence springs 
The liberal heart, devising liberal things, 
We, cumbered ever with our own pursuits, 
To others leave the labour and its fruits ; 
Pleading excuses for the crumb we save, 
For want of faith to cast it on the wave ? 
Shall we go forth with joy to meet our Lord, 
Enter his kingdom, reap his full reward ? 
Can such his good and faithful servants be, 
Blessed of the Father? — Read his Word and see. 

Jane Taylor. 
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THE WORLDLING. 

The fly around the candle wheels, 

Enjoys the sport, and gaily sings, 
Till nearer, nearer borne, he feels 

The flame like lightning on his wings ; 
Then struggling in the gulf below he lies, 
And limb by limb, scorched miserably, dies. 

So thou : not swifter o'er the course, 

The racer hastens to the goal, 
Than thou, with blind and headlong force, 

Art running on, to lose thy soul ; 
Then, though the world were won, how dear the 

cost! 
Can the whole world avail a spirit lost ? 

J. Montgomery. 



A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

See how beneath the moonbeam's smile 
Yon little billow heaves its breast, 

And foams and sparkles for awhile, 
And murmuring, then subsides to rest. 

Thus man, the sport of bliss and care, 
Rises on time's eventful sea, 

And having swelled a moment there, 
Thus melts into eternity. 

Moobe. 
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A HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

And art Thou come, dear Saviour ? Hath thy love 

Thus made Thee stoop, and leave thy throne above 

The lofty heavens, and thus thyself to dress 

In dust, to visit mortals ? Could no less 

A condescension serve ? — And after all, 

The mean reception of a cratch* — a stall ? 

Dear Lord, I'll fetch Thee thence. — I have a room, 

'Tis poor, but 'tis my best ; if Thou wilt come 

Within so poor a cell, where I would fain, 

Mine, and the world's Redeemer entertain— 

I mean my heart : 'tis filthy I confess ; 

And will not mend thy lodging, Lord, unless 

Thou send before thy messenger — I mean 

Thy pure and purging grace, to make it clean,' 

And sweep its inmost corners : then I'll try 

To wash it also with a weeping eye. 

And when 'tis swept and wash'd, I then will go, 

And with thy leave, I'll fetch some flowers that grow 

In thine own garden — Faith and Love to Thee. 

With these I'll dress it up, and these shall be 

My Rosemary and Bays : yet when my best 

Is done, the room's not fit for such a Guest. 

But here's the cure — thy presence, Lord, alone. 

Will make the stall a court — the cratch a throne. 

Sib Matthew Haxe. 



• A Cratch is a frame out of which cattle are fed with hay 

or straw* 
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" THE NIGHT COMETH.? 

John ix. 4. 

The holy Book of God unfolds to view 
Commands thou hast neglected to fulfil ; 

Arise in haste, for thou hast much to do, 
If thou wouldst yet obey thy Saviour's will. 

Go, tell the gay and thoughtless ones around, 
The sweet persuasive story of his love ; 

And waft to distant lands the joyful sound 
Of free Salvation, and a home above : 

And, by your gentle and attractive mien, 
Commend the holy faith which you profess ; 

That in your daily conduct may be seen 
Religion in its winning loveliness. 

Then when your work is closed by sudden night, 
And you from earth's dark scenes are called away 

The joys of heaven shall burst upon your sight, 
And your's shall be an everlasting day. 



TO MARY 



Mart ! — it is a lovely name, 
Thrice honoured in the rolls of fame ; 
Not for the pride of royal birth, 
Nor honours springing from the earth, 
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But what Evangelists have told 

Of three who bore that name of old :— 

Mary, the mother of our Lord, 

Mary, who sat to hear his word, 

And Mary Magdalene, to whom 

Christ came, while weeping o'er his tomb ; 

These to that humble name supply 

A glory which can never die. 

Mary, my prayer for you shall be, 

May you resemble all the three, 

In faith, and hope, and charity ! 

J. Montgomery. 



HUMILITY. 

The bird that soars on highest wing 
Builds on the ground her lowly nest ; 

And she that doth most sweetly sing, 
Sings in the shade when all things rest : 

In lark and nightingale we see 

What honour hath humility. 

When Mary chose the better part, 

She meekly sat at Jesus' feet ; 
And Lydia's gently opened heart 

Was made for God's own temple meet; 
Fairest and best adorned is she 
Whose clothing is humility. 

The saint that wears heaven's brightest crown, 

In deepest adoration bends ; 
The weight of glory bears him down 

The most when most his soul ascends ; 
Nearest the throne itself must be 
The footstool of humility. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
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THE WAY-SIDE FOUNTAIN. 



I pass'd as once I journey* d on a long and lone- 
some way 

A fountain, form'd that travellers might their fever* d 
thirst allay ; 

By ancient trees 'twas shadow'd o'er, and pleasantly 
it stood, 

And ever from its side did pour a cool and crystal 
flood. 



England ! — this fountain is thy Church ; for ages 
hath she been 

To thy sinning, sighing, sorrowing sons a soul- 
refreshing stream ; 

Pleasant have been the hours they pass'd beneath 
her holy shade, 

And round about her hallow'd walls their best 
beloved are laid. 



Again the spoiler threatens; canst thou guiltless 

stand to see 
Polluted or impaired the fount thy fathers left to 

thee? 
They to their sons the sacred trust unsullied did 

resign ; 
See that thou fail not to bequeath it unimpair'd 

to thine. 
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THE SAVIOUR'S PRESENCE DESIRED. 

"Lake xxiy. 29. 

SwtFT to its close ebbs out life's little day, 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away : 
Change and decay in all around I see ; 

Thou, who changest not, abide with me ! 

1 need thy presence every passing hour ; 
What but thy grace can foil the tempter's power ? 
Who like Thyself my guide and stay can be 
Through cloud and sunshine, O, abide with me! 

I fear no foe with Thee at hand to bless, 
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness : 
Where is death's sting? where the grave's victory? 
I triumph still, if Thou abide with me. 

Reveal Thyself unto my closing eyes ; 
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies ; 
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's Tain sha- 
dows flee ; 
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me ! 

H. F. Lytb. 



HEAVEN. 

No grief is there, no tears of sorrow now, 
No bitter memory of a world of woe ; 
No ills, no wrongs, immortal joys molest, 
The wicked harm not, and the weary rest. 
Oh ! may we reach, this mortal conflict past, 
On wings of faith, that glorious state at last ; 
Kept by His might who triumphed o'er the grave, 
And died, the just, an unjust world to save. 

Condeb. 
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LINES 

Written on the blank leaf of a bible. 

O, neyer on this holy book 
"With eareless, cold indifference look ; 
'Tis God's own word ; and they who read 
With prayerful hearts and reverent heed, 
Shall gain from each unfolded page 
A blessing for their heritage. 

If thou art sad, come here and find 
A balm to soothe and cheer thy mind ; 
If thou art merry, here are songs 
Meet to be sung by angel's tongues- 
Meet to be sung by sinful men, 
For whom the Lamb of God was slain ; 
If thou art rich in things of earth, 
Learn here thy wealth is nothing worth ; 
If thou art poor, this precious mine 
Hath countless treasures — they are thine. 
Dost thou lack wisdom ? look herein, 
And surely thou shalt wisdom win — 
"Wisdom to guide thee on the road 
Which leads, through faith in Christ, to God. 



ON A PORTRAIT OF A TRUE CHRISTIAN. 

Long may his living countenance express 
The air and lineaments of holiness ! 
Like Abraham's, faith's sublimest pledge display, 
When bound upon the altar Isaac lay ; 
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Kindle like Jacob's, when lie felt his power 
With God, and wrestled till the day-break hour ; 
Shine like the face of Moses, when he came, 
All radiant, from the mount that burned with flame ; 
Flash like Elisha's, when, his sire in view, 
He caught the mantle and the spirit too ; 
Darken like Jonah's, when with "Woe" he went 
Through trembling Nineveh, and cried " Repent ;" 
Brighten like Stephen's, when his foes amazed, 
As if an angel stood before them, gazed ; 
And like that Martyr's at his latest breath, 
Reflect his Saviour's image full in death. 

J. MONTGOMEBT. 



TIME IS SHORT. 

Time on swift wings pursues his rapid course 
Through months and years with unabated force ; 
Bearing vast millions in his hasty flight, 
To realms of bliss, or everlasting night. 

Are we pursuing pleasure, honour, wealth, 
With anxious minds, warmed by the pulse of health ? 
Yet time is short, and health will soon decay, 
While like a leaf our bodies fade away. 

Time flies ! Death strikes ! Eternity appears, 
Rich with immortal joys, or filled with tears ; 
With joy to all, whose lively hopes rely 
On Him whose word produced the earth and sky. 

Sinner be wise ! direct to heaven each thought ; 
lift up thine eyes from earth, and count it nought : 
Christ is the way to God — his word believe, 
Then shall thy soul eternal life receive. 
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THE LABOURER. 

THE MOBNING. 

u Man goeth forth unto his work and to his labour until 
the evening." — Psalm civ. 23. 

Who is this, at dawn of day, 
Hastening from His home away ? 
'Tis the honest labourer's tread, 
Called to seek his daily bread ; 
Called by God's almighty will, 
His appointment to fulfil. 
Dost thou mark the eastern sky 
As the daylight draweth nigh, 
How the shadows disappear, 
Sunshine coming, bright and clear ? 
Thus, oh thus ! within thy heart, 
May the shades of sin depart, 
Thus may beams of light divine 
Through the love of Jesus shine. 
Dost thou see the early dew, 
Making all things fresh and new ? 
Lift thy heart to God and pray 
For his grace from day to day ; 
Like the precious dew of heaven, 
To thy longing spirit given. 
Is there music in the air, 
Feathered songsters warbling there ? 
Thus awakened from thy rest, 
Let thanksgivings fill thy breast ; 
Then, in glad contentment still, 
Bless thy Heavenly Father's will. 
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THE LABOURER. 

EVENING. 

Labotjb.es cease ! thy work is done, 
Rest thee now at set of sun ; 
And upon thy homeward way, 
Think, and meditate, and pray. 
Think of all thy daily toil 
On the hard and barren soil. 
Think of thorns and briers growing 
Mid the seed thou hast been sowing. 
Think upon the sun and rain, 
Which can fertilize the plain. 
Then, O turn thine eye within, 
On the hardened soil of sin : 
Thorns of evil to uproot, 
Ere thou bearest holy fruit, 
And the Spirit's gentle power, 
Coming like a welcome shower. 
God hath bid thee till the ground, 
That the harvest may abound ; 
Bid thee work within thy soul, 
Till His grace shall make thee whole. 
Then, as evening shadows close, 
Leading thee to calm repose, 
Think upon the night of death, 
When shall cease thy fleeting breath : 
Think upon thy rest above, 
Given by the Saviour's love : 
On an everlasting life, 
Free from toil, and sin, and strife. 
And as thou art drawing near 
To thy house and comforts here, 
Pray that heaven thy home may be 
Through a bright eternity. 
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THE CHRISTIAN DEPARTING IN PEACE. 

The Hour of my departure's come, 
I hear a voice that calls me home ; 
At last, O Lord let troubles cease, 
And let thy servant die in peace, 

The race appointed I have run, 
The combat's o'er — the prize is won ; 
And now my witness is on high, 
And now my record's in the sky. 

Not in my righteousness I trust ; 

I bow before thee in the dust ; 

And through my Saviour's blood alone, 

I look for mercy at thy throne. 

I leave the world without a tear, 
Save for the friends I hold so dear ; 
To heal their sorrows, Lord, descend, 
And to the friendless prove a friend. 

The hour of my departure's come ; 
I hear the voice that calls me home ; 
Now, O my God, let trouble cease, 
And let thy servant die in peace. 
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RETIREMENT, 



I love to steal awhile away 
From every cumbering care ; 

And spend the hours of closing day 
In humble, grateful prayer. 

I love in solitude to shed 

The penitential tear ; 
And all His promises to plead, 

Where none but God can hear. 



I love to think on mercies past, 
And future good implore ; 

And all my sighs and sorrows cast 
On Him whom I adore. 



I love by faith to take a view 
Of brighter scenes in heaven ; 

Such prospects oft my strength renew, 
While here by tempests driven. 

Thus, when life's toilsome day is o'er, 

May its departing ray 
Be calm as this impressive hour, 

And lead to endless day. 

American. 
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WEEP NOT FOR THE BLEST, 

We mourn for those who toil, 

The slave who ploughs the main, 
Or him who hopeless tills the soil 

Beneath the stripe and chain ; 
For those who in the world's hard race, 

O'er- wearied and unhlest, 
A host of restless phantoms chase — 

Why mourn for those who rest * 

We mourn for those who sin, 

Bound in the tempter's snare, 
Whom syren pleasure beckons in 

The prisons of despair ; 
Whose hearts by whirlwind passions torn 

Are wreck* d on folly's shore — 
But why in sorrow should we mourn 

For those who sin no more f 

We mourn for those who weep, 

Whom stern afflictions bend, 
With anguish o'er the final sleep 

Of lover or of friend ; — 
But they to whom the sway 

Of pain and grief is o'er, 
Whose tears our God hath wiped away, 

Oh, mourn for them no more ! 

Mrs. Sigoubney* 
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CHRIST OUR ALL IN ALL. 

O Christ, our Hope, our heart's desire, 

Redemption's only spring ! 
Creator of the world art Thou, 

Its Saviour and its King. 



How vast the mercy and the love, 
Which laid our sins on Thee, 

And led Thee to a cruel death, 
To set Thy people free ! 



But now the bonds of death are burst, 
The ransom has been paid ; 

And Thou art on Thy Father's throne 
In glorious robes arrayed. 



Oh ! may Thy mighty love prevail, 

Our sinful souls to spare ! 
Oh ! may we come before Thy throne, 

And find acceptance there. 



Oh ! Christ, be thou our present joy, 
Our future great reward ! 

Our only glory may it be, 
To glory in the Lord. 



7<? 



FLOWEBS OF 



\ 



THE DEAF AND DUMB BOY. 

a Even go Father, for so it seeined good in thy sight. 

Matthew xi. 26. 

Kind stranger, dost thou ask me why, 
This fettered tongue is mute and still ? 

My chasten* d heart would only cry, 
" It is my Heavenly Father's will." 

Stranger, dost thou desire to know, 
Wherefore the dull closed ear is given ? 

My spirit answers, " Be it so, 

It seemeth good to God in heaven. 

I see the tear of pity start — 

Stranger, no longer grieve for me ; 

I gaze on high with thankful heart, 
For there the glorious heavens I see. 

And soon in that bright world above, 
Where angels tune their joyful lays, 

Mine ear shall hear the notes of love, 
Mj lip shall join the song of praise." 



A THOUGHT IN AFFLICTION. 

What though a cloud o'ershade my sight, 

Big with, affliction's tear ; 
Faith can, amidst the drops that fall, 

Discern a rainbow there. 

Legh Richmond. 



SACKED POETRY. 77 



, ROMANISM. 

Hast thou admitted, with a blind fond trust, 
The lie that burned thy fathers' bones to dust ; 
That first adjudged them heretics, then sent 
Their souls to heaven, and curst them as they 

went? 
The lie that Scripture strips of its disguise, 
And execrates above all other lies ? 
The lie that claps a lock on mercy's plan, 
And gives the key to an infirm old man, 
Who once enthroned in apostolic chair, 
Is made a God, and sits omniscient there ; 
The lie that knows no kindred, owns no friend, 
But him that makes its progress his chief end ; 
That having spilt much blood, of that will boast, 
And makes a saint of him that sheds the most ? 
Away with charity that soothes a lie, 
And thrusts the truth with scorn and anger by ; 
Shame on the candour and the gracious smile 
Bestowed on them that light the martyr's pile ; 
While insolent disdain, in frown expressed, 
Attends the tenets that endured that test! 
Grant them the rights of men, and while they cease 
To vex the peace of others grant them peace ; 
But trusting bigots, whose false zeal has made 
Treachery their duty, thou art self-betrayed. 

Cowteb. 
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THE SURE ANCHOR. 

Heb. vi. 18, 19. 

The night is dark, the sea runs high, 
The mast before the tempest bends ; 

A shore bestrewed with wrecks is nigh, 
And on the anchor all depends. 

The vessel drifts, if that give way, 

It founders on the fatal shore, 
Where night and death maintain their sway, 

Where light and life are known no more. 

At such a time, in such a state, 

A single anchor holding all, 
No wonder if our fear is great, 

No wonder if our strength is small. 

Yet one sweet word dispels our fear, 
The Word of Him who cannot lie ; 

His Truth is pledged, his power is near, 
And they can every ill defy. 

Hope is the anchor of the soul ; 

It enters that within the vail ; 
And though the waves of trouble roll, 

The anchor holds, and ne'er will fail. 
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HUMAN LIFE. 

What is life ? — 'tis but a vapour ; 

Soon it vanishes away ; 
Life is like a dying taper ; 

Oh, my soul, why wish to stay ? 
Why not spread thy wings and fly 
Straight to yonder world on high ? 

See that glory, how resplendent ! 

Brighter far than fancy paints ; 
There, in majesty transcendent! 

Jesus reigns, the king of saints. 
Spread thy wings, my soul, and fly 
Straight to yonder world on high. 

Joyful crowds his throne surrounding, 

Sing with rapture of his love, 
Through the heavens his praises sounding, 

Filling all the courts above. 
Spread thy wings, my soul, and fly 
Straight to yonder world on high. 

Go and share his people's glory ; 

Midst the ransom' d crowd appear : 
Thine a joyful, wondrous story, 

One that angels love to hear. 
Spread thy wings, my soul, and fly 
Straight to yonder world on high. 

Kelly. 
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THE TRAVELLERS TO EMMATJS. 

It happened on a solemn eventide, 
Soon after He that was our Surety died, 
Two bosom friends, each pensively inclined, 
The scene of all those sorrows left behind, 
Sought their own village, busied as they went 
In musings worthy of the great event : 
They spake of him they loved, of him whose life, 
Though blameless, had incurred perpetual strife : 
Whose deeds had left, in spite of hostile arts, 
A deep memorial graven on their hearts. 
The recollection, like a vein of ore, 
The further traced, enriched them still the more. 
They thought him, and they justly thought him, one 
Sent to do more than he appeared t' have done : 
T' exalt a people, and to place them high 
Above all else, and wondered he should die. 
Ere yet they brought their journey to an end, 
A stranger joined them, courteous as a friend, 
And asked them with a kind engaging air, 
"What their affliction was, and begged a share. 
Informed, he gathered up the broken thread, 
And truth and wisdom gracing all he said, 
Explained, illustrated, and searched so well 
The tender theme on which they chose to dwell, 
That reaching home "the night," they said, "is near, 
We must not now be parted, sojourn here." 
The new acquaintance soon became a guest, 
And made so welcome at their simple feast, 
He blessed the bread, but vanished at the word, 
And left them both, exclaiming, "Twas the Lord! 
Bid not our hearts feel all He deigned to say, 
Did they not burn within us by the way ?" 

Cowpeb. 
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CHRIST STILLING THE TEMPEST. 

Fear was within the tossing bark, 
When stormy winds grew loud, 

And waves came rolling high and dark, 
And the tall mast was bowed. 

And men stood breathless in their dread, 

And baffled in their skill ; 
But One was there, who rose and said 

To the wild sea, "Be still." 

And the wind ceased— it ceased ! that word 
Pass'd through the gloomy sky ; 

The troubled billows knew their Lord, 
And fell beneath His eye. 

And slumber settled on the deep, 

And silence on the blast ; 
They sank, as flowers fold to sleep, 

When sultry day is past. 

O Thou, that in its wildest hour, 

Didst rule the tempest's mood, 
Send thy meek Spirit forth in power, 

Soft on our souls to brood. 

Thou that didst bow the billow's pride, 

Submissive to thy will, 
Oh ! speak to passion's raging tide. 

Speak, and say, "Peace, be still." 

Mrs. Hemans* 
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LINES 

IN MEMORY OF JOHN THOBNTON. 

Thee to deplore were grief misspent indeed ; 
It were to weep that goodness has its meed, 
That there is bliss prepared in yonder skies, 
And glory for the Christian when he dies. 
Thou hadst an industry in doing good, 
Restlees as his who toils for daily food ; 
Avarice in thee was the desire of wealth, 
By rust imperishable, or by stealth ; 
Aiid if the genuine worth of gold depend 
On application to its noblest end, 
Thine had a value in the scales of heaven, 
Surpassing all that mine or mint had given. 
And though God made thee of a nature prone 
To distribution boundless of thy own ; 
Yet was thy liberality discreet, 
Nice in its choice, and of a tempered heat ; 
And though in act unwearied, secret still, 
As in some solitude the summer rill 
Refreshes, where it winds, the faded green, 
And cheers the drooping flowers, unheard, unseen. 

Cowpek. 



ENCOURAGEMENT TO PARENTS, 

Prov. xxii. 6. 

Fathek, watching o'er thy child, 
Mother, filled with anxious care, 

In the soil by sin denied, 

Sow the seed, and sow with prayer. 



SACKED F0ETBY. 83 

Though the winter o'er it spread, 
Though no fruit nor flower appear. 

It may not be lost or dead, 
Still refrain not in despair. 

One day heavenly light may shine, 
One day come the fruitful shower, 

And the heart, by grace divine, 
Feel a vivifying power. 

Though perchance it meet thine eyes 

Only when 'tis gathered in, 
Housed and garnered in the skies, 

Safe from every blight of sin ; 
Parent, friend, the soil prepare, 
Sow the seed, and sow with prayer. 

Edmeston. 



CHRISTIAN EXERTION. 

Tell me not in mournful numbers 
Life is but an empty dream ; 

For the soul is dead that slumbers, 
And things are not what they seem. 

Life is real ! Life is earnest ! 

And the grave is not its goal ; 
" Dust thou art, to dust returnesf," 

Was not spoken of the soul. 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 
Is our destined end or way ; 

But to act that each to-morrow 
Finds us holier than to-day. 

Longfellow. 
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ANXIETY, 
Isaiah L. 10. 

Along my earthly way 

How many snares are spread ! 
Darkness with scarce a cheerful ray, 

Seems gathering o'er my head. 

And if the beauteous bow 
Of Hope sometimes appears, 

Like earth's, 'tis but a sign of woe, 
On showers of falling tears. 

Yet Father, Thou art love ; 

Oh, hide not from my view ! 
But when I look in prayer above, 

Bid mercy sparkle through. 

Oh may my heart be bent 

In all to meet thy will ; 
In holy faith and sweet content, 

Through seeming good or ill. 

Lead me, and then my feet 
Shall never, never stray ; 

But safely I shall reach the seat 
Of everlasting day. 

Edmeston. 
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APPEAL OF THE BLIND. 

SUNG BY BOYS IN AN ASYLTTH. 

Ye see the glorious sun 

The varied landscape light, 
The moon, with all her starry train, 

Illume the arch of night ; 
Bright tree, and bird, and flower, 

That deck your joyous way, 
The face of kindred and of friend, 

More fair, more dear than they. 

For us there glows no sun, 

No green and flowery lawn ; 
Our rayless darkness hath no moon, 

Our midnight knows no dawn ; 
The parent's pitying eye, 

To all our sorrows true, 
The brother's brow, the sister's smile, 

Have never met our view. 

We have a lamp within, 

That knowledge fain would light, 
And pure Religion's radiance touch. 

With beams for ever bright. 
Say, shall it rise to share 

Such radiance full and free ? 
And will ye keep a Saviour's charge, 

And cause the blind to see ? 

Mrs. Sioottbney. 
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IMPATIENCE. 
" Neither murmur ye." — I. Cor. x. 10. 

Surely it is a murmuring tone 

That strikes upon my ear, 
Peace ! peace ! thou poor afflicted one, 

The Lord is swift to hear. 
Whate'er thy grief, whate'er thy lot, 
'Tis God's appointment — murmur not. 

Is it thy portion, here below, 

In poverty to pine ?, 
And as thy neighbour's riches grow, 

Dost thou desire them thine ? 
No earthly treasure hast thou got ? — 
'Tis God's appointment — murmur not. 

Or hast thou weakness, pain, or scorn, 

So difficult to bear ? 
Art thou forsaken and forlorn, 

Weary and full of care ? 
Yet keep thee from the sinful blot, 
'Tis God's appointment — murmur not. 

Remember that our Lord was poor, 
Despised and sore opprest ; 

Think of his patience to endure— 
Think of his troubled breast. 

For thee He bore that bitter lot, 

He loved thee— and He murmured not. 
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HYMN, 

AFTEB THE LOBD's 8T7PPEB, 
u The Lord is my shepherd." — Psalm xxiii. 1. 

IsbaeIi's shepherd ! guide me, feed me. 

Through my pilgrimage below ; 
And beside the waters lead me, 

Where thy flocks rejoicing go. 
Could I wander, fear disdaining, 

Could I quit the sheltering fold ? 
Heedless of thy grace constraining, 

In the strength of nature bold ? 

No ! thy pardoning presence ever, 

Meekly kneeling I implore ; 
I have found Thee, and would never— 

Never wander from Thee more !• 
O how sweet, how comfortable, 

In the wilderness to see, 
Such provisions, such a table, 

Spread for sinners ; yes, for me. 

There thy bounty still partaking, 

Bread and consecrated wine ; 
Freely all things else forsaking, 

I behold the Saviour mine : 
In that bruised body, broken— 

In the shedding of that blood ; 
What a gracious pledge, and token, 

Lord ! we have for every good. 
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Come, my soul ! temptations flying, 

Arm thee for the strife within ; 
Jesus, thy Redeemer, dying, 

Stamps an infamy on sin : 
Yield my heart ! no longer harden' d ; 

House thy every latent power ; 
Cleansed and wash'd, and freely pardon* d, 

"Go in peace ! and sin no more." 

J, BlCKEBSTETH. 



TIME MISIMPROVED. 

As o'er the past my memory strays, 

Why heaves the secret sigh ? 
'Tis that I mourn departed days, 

Still unprepared to die. 

The world, and worldly things, beloved, 
My anxious thoughts employed ; 

While time unhallow'd, unimproved, 
Presents a fearful void. 

Yet holy Father, wild despair 

Chase from this sorrowing breast : 

Thy grace it is, which prompts the prayer 
That grace can do the rest. 

My life's best remnant all be thine ; 

And when thy sure decree 
Bids me this fleeting breath resign, 

O speed my soul to thee ! 

Bishop Middleton. 
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THE GRAVES OF A HOUSEHOLD. 

They grew in beauty, side by side, 
They fill'd one home with glee — 

Their graves are sever* d far and wide, 
By mount, and stream, and sea. 

The same fond mother bent at night, 

O'er each fair sleeping brow ; 
She had each folded flower in sight — 

Where are those dreamers now ? 

One 'midst the forests of the west, 

By a dark stream, is laid ; - 
The Indian knows his place of rest. 

Far in the cedar shade. 

The sea, the lone blue sea hath one, 

He lies where pearls lie deep ; 
He was the loved of all, yet none 

O'er his low bed may weep. 

One sleeps where southern vines are dress'd ; 

Among the noble slain, 
He wrapt his colours round his breast, 

On a blood-red field of Spain, 

And one— o'er her the myrtle showers 
Its leaves, by soft winds fann'd ; 

She faded 'midst Italian flowers, 
The last of that bright band. 

And parted thus, they rest, who play'd . 

Beneath the same green tree, 
Whose voices mingled as they pray'd 

Around one parent knee. 

h 3 Mbs. Hemans. 
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MEMORY AND HOPE. 



Abound a ruin, old and grey, 

The mournful ivy clung, 
And thickly on the dreary walls 

In weeping garlands hung. 
A little lonely plant was seen 

Amidst that ruin wild, 
And from the tower whereon it grew, 

Its flower looked up and smiled ; 
To every breeze which murmured by, 

Its fragrant scent was given ; 
Its root was on the mouldering stone, 

Its blossom turned to heaven. 
So like the ivy, memory fond 

Around the past entwines, 
And all its buried images 

With mournful love enshrines. 
For even when our path is bright, 

How oft we think with tears, 
Upon the faded happiness 

Of long departed years ! 
And when our hearts cling mournfully, 

As human hearts will cling, 
Around some memory of the past, 

Some dear though transient thing ; 
Then like the little golden flower, 

May heavenly Hope arise, 
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And from the dreariness of earth 

Point upward to the skies ! 
That from the records of the past 

This lesson may be given : 
Earth's joys and griefs are fleeting things, 

Oh seek thy bliss in heaven ! 

B. L. 



EPITAPH ON AN INFANT. 



Romans y. 14, 15, 16. 

Here sweetly sleep awhile, blest babe, thy sun 
In haste hath set, thy race of suffering done ; 
A stranger to thy great Creator's name — 
Unknown to thee thy glorious Saviour's fame. 
Nor faith, nor hope, nor love, nor other grace, 
Within thy infant bosom held their place. 
No power hadst thou to shed one contrite tear, 
One duteous act perform, or lisp one prayer, 
But not in vain thy life ! Thou hast not sown, 
Yet the rich harvest reapest as thy own : 
Thou hast not fought, but thou hast won the prize, 
Hast never borne the cross, yet gain'd the skies. 
E'en guilt was thine, of Adam's guilty race ; 
Yet such the Father's love — the Saviour's grace, 
That Father's love hath turn'd thy night to day, 
That Saviour's blood hath washed thy guilt away \ 
Clothed in his robe of righteousness divine, 
Peace, freedom, life, and endless joys are thine. 



92 FLOWERS OF 



THE LITTLE HAND. 

See, with a smile of gladness meek, 

The infant's brow is drest ; 
While fondly on his mother's cheek 

His little hand is pressed. 

O may the same Almighty Friend, 

From whom existence came, 
That little, powerless hand defend, 

From deeds of guilt and shame ! 

Grant it to dry the tear of woe, 

Bold folly's course restrain, 
The alms of sympathy bestow, 

The righteous cause maintain. 

Write wisdom on the wing of time, 

E'en in the morn of youth, 
And, with benevolence sublime, 

Dispense the light of truth. 

Discharge a just, an useful part, 
Through life's uncertain maze, 

Till coupled with an angel's heart, 
It strikes the lyre of praise. 

Mbs. Sigoueney. 
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THE BIBLE. 



When evening shades succeed the sun, 
And all my earthly work is done, 
Shall I the precious hours amuse 
In foolish jests, or trifling news ? 

Far nobler themes demand my care ! 
Souls cannot feed on empty air ; 
One book my leisure shall employ ; 
My richest food — my purest joy. 

Ask you, what merit can it claim 
Above the books of wit and fame ? 
It tells me all I want to know, 
To make me wise and blest below. 



It shows the road to thrones above, 
Where saints and angels dwell in love ; 
It marks the peaceful path they trod ; 
Its theme, is heaven — its author, God. 



There I behold Creation's plan, 
How earth received her tenant, man :— 
How bright he rose — how soon he fell ; 
And, born for heaven, was doom'd to hell. 
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Here, I survey, with deepest awe, 
Heaven's holy, good, and righteous law ; 
Compared with this, myself I see 
Cover'd with guilt and misery. 

Far above men, or angels 9 thought, 

I see my great salvation wrought ; 

For God's own Son from heaven came down, 

To purchase my immortal crown. 



O let mine eyes with sorrow flow, 
My heart with thankful wonder glow ! 
For sinners doomed to endless pain 
My Saviour died, and rose again. 



Soon the archangel's trump shall blow, 
The earth shall melt — the skies shall glow ; 
Then shall these leaves with piercing light, 
Open to men and angels' sight. 



Then shall the Judge, with solemn awe, 
Proclaim the great eternal law ; 
Tried by this rule we then must go 
To endless bliss or endless woe. 



Sweet book ! with thee, my guide and friend, 
My days begin, and sweetly end ; 
In life my hope — in death my stay, 
My triumph in the judgment day. 
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THE PEN AND THE PRESS. 



Not to a few and favoured nooks, 
Is learning in our day confined ; 

Schools, teachers, education, books, 
Are free to each enquiring mind ; 

Yea, to the children of the poor 

Wide open stands Instruction's door. 

The mightiest stores of ancient thought 
The labours of the good and wise, 

All that the Church, the world hath taught. 
Are now unfolded to our eyes : 

May power divine direct and bless 

The active Pen, the wondrous Press ! 



May countless thousands crowd the brink 
Of Wisdom's life-inspiring flood ; 

May all in earnest seek to drink 

From the pure fount of heavenly good ; 

That fount divine, from which alone, 

Faith, Hope, and Charity, come down ! 
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DEATH OF THE RIGHTEOUS. 

Like summer eve, when sunlight throws 
A beauteous parting ray around ; 

And silent shades in peace repose 
Upon the soft and dewy ground. 

As still, as peaceful, and serene, 
Is the last ray when life is done ; 

When Hope's bright beam smiles o'er the scene 
Which saw a glorious race begun. 

What, though around his couch may fall 
The dewdrops from kind pity's eye ; 

The happy spirit smiles on ail, 
And shines upon another sky. 

Oh ! such is life, whose parting ray 
Throws lustre on a world of sorrow ; 

For as its brightness dies away, 

There's promise of a glorious morrow, 

FRIENDSHIP. 

Mysterious are his ways, whose power 
Brings forth that unexpected hour, 
When minds, that never met before, 
Shall meet, unite, and part no more : 
It is th' allotment of the skies, 
The hand of the supremely wise, 
That guides and governs our affections, 
And plans, and orders our connexions ; 
Directs us in our distant road, 
And marks the bounds of our abode. 

Cowper. 
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THE UNCERTAINTY OF LIFE. 

Ah ! who can tell which hour may be his last ? 

Perhaps my summons now is on its way ; 
Then let me rather muse upon the past, 

Than count securely on the coming day. . 

Full many a ship that sailed at smiling morn, 
Rich in her freight, and of her bravery vain, 

'Midst changing skies, o'er raging billows borne, 
Hath found ere night, her grave beneath the main. 

Then let us seek a dwelling that shall last, 
Far, far above this mouldering house of clay, 

That, when this little life is gone and past, 
Ours be the bliss that never shall decay. 

Ere gentle sleep upon my eyelids fall, 
To Thee, O God, would I my soul resign ; 

For thy dear Son, forgive me when I call, 
That if I live or die, I may be thine. 

T. B. MtJBBAY. 



TO PARENTS BEREAVED OF HOPEFUL 

CHILDREN. 

Look up with grateful joy, and weep no more ; 

To you the precious privilege is given, 
Better than adding thousands to your store, 

Of adding angels to the host of heaven. 

G. MoGBIDGB. 
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THE JEWISH NATION 

What nation will you find whose annals prove 
So rich an interest in almighty love ? 
Where dwell they now ? where dwelt in ancient day 
A people planted, watered, blessed as they ? 
Let Egypt's plagues and Canaan's woes proclaim 
The favours poured upon the Jewish name ; 
Their freedom purchased for them at the cost 
Of all their hard oppressors valued most ; 
Their title to a country not their own 
Made sure by miracles till then unknown ; 
For them the state they left made waste and void, 
For them the states to which they went destroyed ; 
A cloud to measure out their march by day, 
By night a fire to cheer the gloomy way ; 
That moving signal summoning, when best, 
Their host to move, and when it stayed, to rest. 
For them the rocks dissolved into a flood, 
The dews condensed into angelic food, 
Their very garments sacred, old yet new, 
And Time forbid to touch them as he flew ; 
Streams swelled above the bank enjoined to stand, 
While they passed through to their appointed land ; 
Their leader armed with meekness, zeal, and love, 
And graced with clear credentials from above ; 
Themselves secure beneath the Almighty wing, 
Their God, their captain, lawgiver, and king ; 
Crowned with a thousand victories, and at last 
Lords of the conquered soil, there rooted fast ; 
In peace possessing what they won by war, 
Their name far published, and revered as far. 
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Where will you find a race like theirs, endowed 
With all that man e'er wished, or heaven bestowed ? 
They and they only amongst all mankind 
Received the transcript of the eternal mind, 
Were trusted with his own engraven laws, 
And constituted guardians of his cause ; 
Their* s were the prophets, their' s the priestly call, 
And their' s by birth the Saviour of us all. 

Cowpeb. 



CHRIST WEEPING OVER JERUSALEM. 

O Salem ! who, in proud disdain, 

My faithful prophets slew ; 
And soon, the cup of guilt to drain, 

Wilt slay thy Saviour too ! 

How had my love thy children blest, 

Their deeds of blood forgot, 
And led them to eternal rest ; 

But they consented not ! 

Now shall thy house be desolate, 

Thy glory now shall close ; 
Nor leave one trace of ruined state, 

To tell where Salem rose. 

• 
Nor shalt thou thy Redeemer see, 

Nor hail thy crown restored, 
Till thou shalt say, " How blest is He 
Whom Thou hast sent, O Lord !" 

Dale. 
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THE STARS, 

Feom heaven's high centre to its lowest line, 
The sky is set with stars, a countless host, 
Where lately shone hut two or three at most ; 
Yet still those early few conspicuous shine, 
With larger orb and brightness more divine. 
So when the Christian starts upon his iace, 

Some simple doctrines shed the ray benign, 
That marks the path his doubtful feet must trace 
He journeys on, and as he journeys, new 
And glorious truths surprise him ; but the few 
He first beheld still keep the foremost place, 
And guide, and light, and cheer him to the end ; 

The Father's love, the Holy Spirit's grace, 
And Christ at once his Saviour and his Friend. 



A COMPARISON. 

The lapse of time and rivers is the same ; 
Both speed their journey with a restless stream ; 
The silent pace with which they steal away, 
No wealth can bribe, no power persuade to stay ; 
Alike irrevocable both, when past, 
And a wide ocean swallows both at last. 
Though each resemble each in every part, 
A difference strikes at length the musing heart ; 
Streams never flow in vain, where streams abound, 
How laughs the land with various plenty crown' d ; 
But time, which should enrich the nobler mind, 
Neglected, leaves a dreary waste behind. 

Cowfeb. 
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THE FALLING LEAF. 

Sad but instructive emblem of decay, 
To feverish hopes and slumbering fears addressed, 
Thy pensive tale a moral has impressed, 

That youth should learn before the winter's day ; 

For come it must hereafter, and it may 
Outstrip the passing year. Go to thy rest, 
Pale beauty of the wood, no more caressed, 

No more to join the desolated spray ! 

Ev*n so man's leaf descends into the dust, 
And falls to rise no more. But as the bough 

At spring's return another leaf shall find, 
And clothe itself again ; the ransomed just, 
Though naked and bereft their branches now, 

To vernal honours shall again be joined, 
In leaves that never shall their fall deplore, 
Whose bough the winter's hand shall touch no 
more. 

Geobge Habdinge. 



A THOUGHT 

ON ISAIAH XXTI. 8. 

Sickness and pain, and sin and death no more ; 
Their power ended, and their sufferings o'er ; 
Thou, Lord, wilt guide me with thine own right hand, 
And bring me to Immanuel's happy land ; 
There shall I see, by angel-hosts adored, 
And saints in light, my Saviour and my Lord : 
Despised once when earth, as man, He trod, 
All glorious now upon the throne of God. 

i 3 Fbancis Thubland- 
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MERCY. 

What is mercy ? 'Tis a stream 
Flowing from the fount above ; 

'Tis the attribute of Him, 

All whose woiks and ways are love* 

What is mercy ? 'Tis a tide, 
Rolling with majestic force, 

Reaching far and spreading wide, 
With salvation in its course. 

What is mercy ? 'Tis a beam 

From the uncreated sun, 
Darting, with celestial gleam, 

Through a world by sin undone. 

What is mercy? 'Tis a blaze, 
Bright, insuperably bright, 

Scattering its benignant rays, 
O'er the gloomy shades of night. 

What is mercy ? 'Tis a hope, 
Which, in spite of every fear, 

Bears the sinking spirits up, 
And forbids the rising tear. 

What is mercy ? 'Tis in death 
All our confidence and stay, 

While the last and lingering breath, 
Quits the tenement of clay. 
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What will mercy be at last, 

But the theme of ceaseless joy, 
"When the memory of the past 

Shall our future songs employ ? 

Thus, while here on earth we rove, 

Mercy lights up all the way, 
Till we reach the climes above, 

Where she shines without decay. 

E. D. 



THE PROVIDENT SOCIETY. 

" The ants are a people not strong, yet they prepare their 
meat in the summer/' Prov. xxx. 25. 

Say, shall the little ant, with care and pain, 
Store in the earth its heaps of hoarded grain ; 
And make provision for the coming hour, 
When frosts shall pinch, and winter's skies shalllow'r ? 
And shall not man, rejoicing in his prime, 
Think that he too must have his wintry time, 
When age, or wasting malady, shall dim 
The eye, and palsy the once active limb ? 
Oh ! let these insects teach thee to be wise ; 
And 'ere with health and youth, thy vigour flies, 
From what the Lord has given thee, let thy care 
The means of future sustenance prepare ; 
Nor in the days of life and strength forget 
The vast eternity before thee set. 
Lay up for it ; — for those true riches toil, 
Which rust shall not corrupt, nor robbers spoil. 

R. W, Kyle. 
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WORLD, ADIEU ! 

I John ii. 17* 

Wobld, adieu ! I see thee flying, 

Fast as vapours on the wind, 
All thy consolations dying, 
Leaving not a wreck behind ; 
Fools may love thee, 
But above thee, 
I would bliss substantial find. 

If thou now so oft deceive me, 

When I may detect the cheat, 
Thou would* st of all hopes bereave me, 
When on life's last verge we meet ; 
Never, never, 
False deceiver, 
Would I more thy smilings greet. 

There's a world where all is pleasure, 
One which Time can ne'er decay ! 
There are blessings without measure, 
Pure as light, and glad as day ! 
That desiring, 
Thus aspiring, 
I would breathe my life away. 

I. Cobbin. 

GOD IS LOVE. 

How sweet to think, in sorrow's hour, 

That He who reigns above, 
Although He be supreme in power, 

Is as supreme in love ! 
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ON MY DAUGHTER'S HOUR GLASS. 

Mask the golden grains that pass 
Brightly through the channelled glass, 
Measuring by their ceaseless fall, 
Heaven's most precious gift to all. 
Busy till its sand be done, 
See, the shining current run ; 
But th' allotted numbers shed, 
Another hour of life is fled ! 
Its task performed, its travail past, 
Like mortal man, it rests at last ! 
Yet let some hand invert its frame, 
And all its. powers return the same : 
Whilst any golden grains remain, 
'Twill work its little hour again. — 
But who shall turn the glass for man, 
When all his golden grains have ran ? 
Who shall collect the scattered sand, 
Dispensed by Time's unsparing hand ? 
Never can one grain be found, 
Howe'er we anxious search around ! 
Then, Daughter, since this truth is plain, 
That time once gone, ne'er comes again, 
Improved bid every moment pass ; — 
See how the sand rolls down your glass. 

J. Mc. Cbeery 
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THE DYING CHRISTIAN. 

Jesus beckons from on high. 
To his gracious presence fly ; 
Thine the merit of his blood, 
Thine the righteousness of God. 
Angels, joyful to attend, 
Hovering round thy pillow bend ; 
Wait to catch the signal given, 
And convey thee safe to heaven. 

Shudder not to pass the stream ; 
Venture all thy care on Him ; — 
Him whose dying love and power 
Stilled its tossing, hushed its roar. 
Safe is the expanded wave ; 
Gentle as a summer's eve ; 
Not one object of his care 
Ever suffered shipwreck there. 

See the haven full in view ! 
Love divine shall bear thee through; 
Trust the favourable gale ; 
Weigh thy anchor, spread thy sail ; 
Saints in glory perfect made 
Wait thy passage through the shade; 
Anxious for thy coming o'er, 
See, they throng the blissful shore. 
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Bise, their transports to improve 
Join the longing choir above ; 
Swiftly to their wish be given ; 
Kindle higher joy in heaven ; — 
Such the prospects that arise 
To the dying Christian's eyes ! 
Such the glorious view that Faith 
Opens through the shades of death. 

Toplady. 
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CONSIDER THE POOR. 

Psalm xli. 1. 

If thine the power to succour the distressed, 
. And this appeal should meet thy wandering eye ; 
In pity, reader, let it melt thy breast 
To do some gentle deed of charity. 

If thou hast known the terrors of distress, 
If thou hast felt the pangs of want and pain ; 

Oh let not Avarice the sigh suppress, 
Nor Want implore, nor Misery beg in vain. 

Ev'n though no crowd admiring shall descry, 
Nor flattering tongue reveal the deed obscure, 

It shall not pass unheeded by that Eye 
Which beams upon the treasury of the poor. 

G. Mogbidgb. 
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THE SEA. 

The sea ! the sea ! the glorious sea 

What has the earth so fair, 
Of hill or valley, grove or lea, 

Which may with it compare ? 
Oh ! I could sit for hours to look 

Upon its wide expanse, 
And read in its unwritten book 

Fresh charms at every glance. 

The sea ! the sea ! the solemn sea ! 

It has a voice for all, 
And e'n to hearts of happiest glee 

May sober thoughts recall. 
To me it speaks of distant days, 

Of vanished hopes and fears ; — 
Who silently can o'er it gaze 

With eyes undimmed by tears ? 

The sea ! the sea ! the changeless sea I 

Of tears I take my leave, 
It half recalls a smile from me 

To think for what I grieve ; 
The hopes and fears I sorrow* d o'er 

Were hopes and fears of time ; 
Thou art the type of something more 

Unchanging and sublime. 

Barton. 
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THE UNSEEN SAVIOUR. 

u Whom having not seen ye love."— I. Peter, i. 8. 

We cannot see that gracious Lord 
Whose blood upon the cross was pour'd ; 
We cannot hear that pardoning voice, 
Which bids the weary soul rejoice* 



No ! our Redeemer dwelleth high, 
In realms of bliss beyond the sky ; 
Where holy angels sing His praise, 
And worship Him with joyful lays. 

Yet though we cannot see His face, 
We bless Him for his wondrous grace, 
We try to love Him more and more, 
And all His righteousness adore. 

Strengthened by faith our souls would rise 
In glad rejoicing to the skies ; 
And may the hope within us dwell, 
Of glories more than tongue can tell. 

Oh Jesus ! from Thy throne above, 
Look down on us in. tender love : 
And though unseen by mortal eye, 
In Spirit, be Thou ever nigh. 
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THE SABBATH. 

Hail, peaceful morn ! thy dawn I hail! 
How do thy hours my mind regale 

With fruits of heavenly joy ! 
Nor can I all thy blessings name 
Which kindle in my soul a flame, 

And all my powers employ. 

Thou hallow* d season of repose, 

Thou balm to soothe the throbbing woes 

Of this care-stricken breast ; 
Thy sacred hours I'll ever greet 
And with the faithful will I meet 

To taste thy holy rest. 

How shall I best improve thy hours ? 
Lord, on me shed in copious showers 

Thy Spirit and thy grace ! 
That when thy sacred courts I tread, 
My soul may eat the heavenly bread, 

And sing Jehovah's praise. 

May every sermon, like the dew, 
Gently descend, refresh, renew, 

And calm my anxious mind ; 
Received with meekness, truth, and love, 
Engrafted, fruitful may it prove 

And leave its joy behind. 
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And to my chamber I'll repair. 
To commune with my God in pray'r 

And all my griefs to tell ; 
His kind compassion will relieve, 
His bounteous hand will mercies give, 

With mourners He will dwell. 



Thus may my Sabbath pass away. 
My best, my holiest, happiest day, 

The sweetest of the seven : 
But yet a rest for Saints remains, 
A Sabbath free from cares and pains, 

Eternal, and in Heav'n. 



HOW CAN YOU CALL ME POOR ? 

low canst thou call me poor ? all things are mine ; 
VTiate'er I ask, my God replies, " 'tis thine," 
The world, life, death, things present, things to 

come ;" 
luch is my store in Christ ; a countless sum ! 
!*he world may think me poor ; so I think them ; 
3ieir treasures /, my riches they contemn, 
Tiey have their good things now ; for mine I wait ; 
Law worthless their' s at best : the least of mine 

how great ! 
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THE VISIBLE CREATION. 

The God of nature and of grace 

In all his works appears ; 
His goodness through the earth we trace, 

His grandeur in the spheres. 

Behold this fair and fertile globe, 

By Him in wisdom plann'd ; 
'Twas He who girded like a robe, 

The ocean round the land. 

Lift to the firmament your eye, 

Thither his path pursue ; 
His glory, boundless as the sky, 

Overwhelms the wondering view. 

The forests in his strength rejoice : 
Hark ! on the evening breeze, 

As once of old, the Lord God's voice 
Is heard among the trees. 

His blessings fall in plenteous showers, 

Upon the lap of earth, 
That teems with foliage, fruit and flowers, 

And rings with infant mirth. 

If God hath made this world so fair, 
Where sin and death abound ; 

How beautiful beyond compare, 
Will Paradise be found ! 

MONTGOMEET. 
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THE CHURCH-YARD. 



Beneath our feet and o'er our head 

Is equal warning given ; 
Beneath us lie the countless dead, 

Above us is the heaven. 

Our eyes have seen the rosy light 
Of youth's soft cheek decay, 

And death descend in sudden night 
On manhood's middle day. 

Our eyes have seen the steps of age 
Halt feebly towards the tomb ; 

And yet shall earth our hearts engage, 
And dreams of days to come ? 

Turn, mortal, turn ! thy danger know ; 

Where'er thy foot can tread 
The earth rings hollow from below, 

And warns thee of her dead. 



Turn, Christian, turn ! thy soul apply 

To truths divinely given ; 
The bodies that beneath thee lie 
Shall Hve for hell or heaven. 

Bishop Hebeb. 
k 3 
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AFFLICTION IMPROVED. 

Psalm cxxvi. 5. 

Wotjldst thou from sorrow find a sweet relief ? 
Or is thy heart oppressed with woes untold ? 
Balm wouldst thou gather for corroding grief ? 
Pour blessings round thee like a shower of gold. 
Rouse to some work of high and holy love, 
And thou an angel's happiness shalt know, 
Shalt bless the earth while in the world above ; 
The good begun by thee shall onward flow 
In many a branching stream, and wider grow ; 
The seed that in these few and fleeting hours, 
Thy hands unsparing and unwearied sow, 
Shall deck thy grave with never-fading flowers, 
And yield thee fruit divine in heaven's immortal 
bowers. 



RESIGNATION. 

My God ! my Father ! blissful name ! 

O may I call Thee mine ! 
May I, with sweet assurance, claim 

A portion so divine ! 

This only can my fears control, 

And bid my sorrows fly ; 
No harm can ever reach my soul 

Beneath my Father's eye. 
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Whate'er thy providence denies, 

I calmly would resign ; 
For Thou art just, and good, and wise ; 

Oh ! bend my will to thine. 

Whate'er thy sacred will ordains, 

Give me the strength to bear ; 
Let me be sure my Father reigns, 

And trust his tender care ! 

Thy sovereign ways are all unknown 

To my weak, erring sight ; 
Yet let my soul adoring own, 

That all thy ways are right ! 

Mrs. Steele. 



ABDUL MUSSEEH'S HYMN, 

RTHICH HE STJNG A SHORT TIME BEFORE 

HE DIED. 

Beloved Saviour ! let not me 
In thy kind heart forgotten be ; 
Of all that deck the field or bower, 
Thou art the fairest, sweetest flower. 

Youth's prime is o'er, old age comes on, 
But sin distracts my soul alone : 
Beloved Saviour, let not me 
In thy kind heart forgotten be. 

' Abdul Musseeh was a learned Mahometan, who was led 
embrace Christianity by Henry Martyn, at Cawnpore; 
i was afterwards ordained Deacon by Bishop Heber. He 
1 ill 1827. 
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CHARITY. 

I Cor* xiii. 

Did sweeter strains adorn my flowing tongue 
Than ever man pronounced or angel sung ; 
Had I all knowledge human and divine 
That thought can reach, or science can define. 

Yet did not charity, that heavenly guest, 
Reign the full sovereign of my willing breast, 
A tinkling cymbal would my worth surpass, 
And all my boasting prove like sounding brass. 

Not soon provoked, o'er guilt and woe she grieves, 
She suffers all things, all things she believes : 
Soft peace she brings where'er extends her sway, 
And, sent from heaven, to heaven she leads the way. 

While every gift beside which God bestows, 
Its proper bounds and stated limit knows ; 
Though tongues and miracles no more prevail, 
And prophecies shall cease, and knowledge fail ; 

Immortal Charity ! whose ample scope 
Transcending these, out-measures Faith and Hope, 
Shall never fail ; but changed to perfect love, 
Diffuse its blessings through the realms above. 
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PLEADING FOR MERCY. 

When at thy* footstool, Lord, I bend, 

And plead with thee for mercy there, 
Think of the sinner's dying Friend, 

And for his sake receive my prayer ! 
O think not of my shame and guilt, 

My thousand stains of deepest dye ; 
Think of the blood which Jesus spilt, 

And let that blood my pardon buy. 



O think upon thy holy word, 

And every precious promise there — 
How prayer should evermore be heard, 

And how thy glory is to spare. 
O think not of my doubts and fears, 

My striving with thy grace divine : 
Think upon Jesus' woes and tears, 

And let his merits stand for mine. 



Think, Lord, how I am still thy own, 

The trembling creature of thy hand ; 
Think how my heart to sin is prone, 

And what temptations round me stand. 
O think how blind and weak am I, 

How strong and wily are my foes ; 
They wrestled with thy hosts on high, 

And can a worm their might oppose ? 



M 
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Thine eye, thine ear, they are not dull ; 

Thine arm can never shortened he : 
Behold me here — my heart is full — 

Behold, and spare, and succour me ! 
No claim, no merits, Lord, I plead ; 

I come, a humbled, helpless slave ; 
But, ah ! the more my guilty need, 

The more thy glory, Lord, to save. 

H. F. Lttb. 



THE FOUNTAIN OPENED. 

Within the Church a fountain springs, 
It started from the Saviour's side ; 

Peace, pardon, joy, to all it brings — 
The life-blood of the Crucified. 

The living streams for ever flow. 

For ever pure, for ever free ; 
The spirit's solace here below, 

The succour for eternity. 

"Ho, every one that thirsts, draw nigh," — 
Beloved, hear the voice divine ! 

The broken heart, the contrite sigh, 
Are welcome there, and these are thine. 

Come, then, the Spirit calls — come now, 
In humble faith, in trembling love ; 

Drink comfort for thy sorrows here, 
And taste before the bliss above. 

Bishop Doanb. 
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THE BLESSED DEAD. 

' Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord." — Bey. xW. 13* 

They dread no storm that lowers, 

No perished joys bewail ; 
They pluck no thorn-clad flowers, 

Nor drink of streams that fail. 
There is no tear-drop in their eye, 

Nor change upon their brow ; 
The placid bosom heaves no sigh, 

Though all earth's idols bow. 

Who are so greatly blessed ? . 

From whom hath sorrow fled ? 
Who find such deep unbroken rest, 

While all things toil ? The dead ! 
The holy dead ! Why weep ye so 

Above their sable bier ? 
Thrice blessed, they have done with woe, 

The living claim the tear. 

We dream, but they awake ; 

Dark visions mar our rest ; 
Mid storms and snares our way we take, 

And yet we mourn the bless' d. 
For those who throng the eternal throne, 

Lost are the tears we shed — 
They are the living — they alone — 

Whom thus we call the dead. 

Mrs. Sigqurney. 
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THE SABBATH. 



c< I was glad when tbey said onto me, let as go unto the 
house of the Lord," — Psalm cxxii. 1. 



As camels, journeying o'er the waste, 
Where skies meridian beam, 

Long in the fertile vale to taste 
The cool refreshing stream. 

So does the Christian long to view 

The Sabbath morn arise, 
That he may feast on heavenly dew, 

And drink divine supplies. 

Weary with toils, with cares opprest, 

He seeks for an abode, 
Awhile from toils and cares to rest, 

And commune with his God. 

Oh ! how delightful is the place, 
Where holy men proclaim 

The Gospel of eternal peace, 
And preach its Author's name ! 

Lord, let us to thy gates repair, 
To hear the gladdening sound ; 

That we may find salvation there, 
Whilst yet it may be found. 
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There let us joy and comfort reap ; 

There teach us how to pray 
For grace to choose, and strength to keep 

The straight, the narrow way. 

And so increase our love for thee, 

That all our future days, 
May one continued Sabbath be, 

Of gratitude and praise. 

Db Oke. 



PRAYER. 

Lukexviii. 1, 

Pbayeb is a voice that sweetly pleads 
For Christians 'neath the Father's rod ; 

The Spirit's voice that intercedes 
According to the will of God. 

Prayer is a weapon sent from heaven, 
Employing which we must prevail, 

Prevail with Him by whom 'tis given, 
A weapon that can never fail. 

Through ages proved, it stands the test, 
The test of every trying hour ; 

And they, who know its value best, 
Admire the most its wondrous power. 

Then let us pray and never faint ; 

The prayer of faith can all things do ; 
Employing this, the feeble saint 

Can meet and vanquish every foe. 

Kelly. 
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THE MANSIONS OF GLORY. 

" In my Father's house are many mansions."— John xir. 2, 

Soon to the dust we speed, 

Our homes in ruins lie ; 
But goodlier mansions are decreed 

To all who faithful die. 

Beared by no mortal hand, 

Fashioned by skill divine, 
Secure their strong foundations stand, 

And bright their glories shine. 

Now burdened with their load, 

The saints look up and sigh, 
And slowly tread the narrow road 

That leads them to the sky. 

But soon they burst their chain, 

And, free as angels are, 
Released from earthly care and pain, 

Their Saviour's kingdom share. 

Then be the silent dust 

Our home when God shall call ; 

Death strikes, but cannot slay the just — 
His arrows blunted fall. 

Serve we the Lord of life ? 

Then we but seem to die, 
And pass from mortal toil and strife 

To mansions in the sky. 
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THE HOLY SCRIPTURES AN INCOM- 
PARABLE TREASURE. 

LINES PREFIXED TO AN EDITION OF THE 
BIBLE OF A.D. 1612. 

Hebe is the spring where waters flow, 

To quench our lust of sin, 
Here is the tree where truth doth grow, 

To lead our lives therein. 

Here is the Judge that ends the strife, 

When men's devices fail, 
Here is the bread that feeds the life, 

That death can not assail. 

The tidings of salvation dear, 
Come to our ears from hence, 

The fortress of our faith is here, 
The shield of our defence. 

Read not this Book in any case, 

But with a single eye ; 
Read not, but first desire God's grace 

To understand thereby. 

Pray still in faith with this respect, 

To fructify therein, 
That knowledge may have this effect, 

To mortify thy sin. 
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Then happy thou in all thy life, 
Whate'er to thee befalls, 

Yea, doubly blessed shalt thou be, 
When God thy Saviour calls. 

Calls thee from a world of sin, 
Of sorrow and of care,* 

To leave this world and enter in, 
Where saints his glory fehare. 



« EBENEZER."* 

I. Samuel vii. 12. 

" Ebenezeb, hitherto,'' 

Now through sun, and now through shower, 
With the help of God in view, 

Have I reached the present hour. 

Many a cloudy day has passed, 
Many a summer sun shone bright, 

Yet the sky most overcast 

Has been pierced, at length, by light. 

Light to cheer, and clouds to warn, — 

So I tread my journey by, 
Till the rising of that morn, 

When no cloud shall veil the*sky. 

As I travel, let me own 

To what arm my help is due ; 
And mark each monitory stone, 

" Ebenezer, hitherto." 

Edmeston. 

• The stone of help. 
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GOD OUR HOPE. 

" Casting all your care upon him." — I. Peter v. 7. 

Oh ! help me Lord to cast my care 

On Thee, most merciful and kind ; 
A heavier load than I can bear 

Is pressing on my weary mind ; 
A load of bitter earthly grief, 

A load of sorrow and of sin ; 
And when my spirit seeks relief, 

Dark troubled thoughts arise within. 

But thou hast promised, gracious Lord, 

To lighten all thy people's woes ; 
Be it according to thy word, 

And let my soul on Thee repose. 
Help me to trust thy mighty power, 

And bless Thee for thy tender love ; 
And in my trial's darkest hour 

Let faith and hope ascend above ! 

When I remember Jesus bore 

Our sins' and sorrows' heaviest weight, 
And gave his life that we no more 

Might sink forlorn and desolate. 
That thought shall calm my troubled breast, 

And bid each doubt and murmur cease ; 
In Thee my soul shall find her rest, 

In thee is everlasting peace. 
l 3 
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SELF-EXAMINATION. 

Is all in order set, my house, my heart ? 

Does no besetting sin still claim a part ? 

No cherished error, loth to quit its place, 

Hinder within my soul the work of grace ? 

Did I each day for the great day prepare 

By righteous deeds, by sin-subduing prayer ? 

Did I each night, each day's offence repent, 

And each unholy thought and word lament ? 

Still have my ready hands th' afflicted fed, 

And ministered to Want her daily bread ? 

Did I to gratify some sudden gust 

Of thoughtless appetite, some impious lust 

Of pleasure or of power, such sums employ 

As would have filled a poor man's heart with joy ? 

Did my firm faith to heaven point the way ? 

Did charity to all my actions sway ? 

Did I unjustly seek to build my name 

On the piled ruins of another's fame ? 

Did I still live as born one day to die, 

And view the eternal world with constant eye ? 

If so I lived, if so I kept thy word, 

In mercy view, in mercy hear me, Lord ! 

For oh ! how strict so'er I kept thy law, 

From mercy only all my hope I draw ; 

My holiest deeds indulgence will require, 

The best but to forgiveness can aspire ; 

If Thou my purest services regard, 

'Twill be with pardon only, not reward. 

H. Moke. 
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THE VALUE OF THE SOUL. 

Matt. xvi. 26. 

Fob what shall man exchange his soul, 
Born to survive the glorious sun, 

When age on age has ceased to roll, 
Its endless being but begun ? 

Shall he, with an immortal mind, 
Too oft pursue life's shadows vain, 

And with mysterious folly blind, 
Barter his soul for worldly gain ? 

Pangs, keenest to the lost, will spring 
From memory of their earthly state, 

With moments ever on the wing, 
Yet felt not, prized not, till too late. 

Lord, teach us where our safety lies, 
Let us the best of lessons learn ; 

Pilgrims below, may we be wise, 

And make our souls our chief concern ! 

Cottle. 



ON HEARING TWO YOUNG LADIES SING 
A SONG CALLED "THE ROSE OF THE 

DESERT." 

Kind maidens, if the sweetness of your strain 
Can for a moment still the throb of pain ; 
If " desert roses" such a bloom supply, 
As kindles sparkling hope in care's dim eye ; 
How sweetly shall their grateful song resound, 
Who painless rest and endless joy have found ! 
How bright the palm by the Redeemer given ! 
How glorious the unfading crown of heaven ! 

R. W. Kyle. 
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LIGHTEN OUR DARKNESS. 

A toilsome life is mine, 
And troubles mark my way. — 

Lord, let thy tender mercy shine, 
And turn the night to day. 

My wants and woes abound, 

I sink in helpless fear — 
Oh Father ! ever gracious found, 

I pray Thee still be near ! 

Look down with pitying eye, 

My Saviour and my God ! 
And hear my spirit's humble cry, 

O'er-burdened with its load. 

Thou seest, gracious Lord, 

The trouble of my soul ! 
Shew me the comforts of thy word, 

And murmuring thoughts control. 

Let me confiding turn, 

In all my griefs to Thee ; 
The lowly thou wilt never spurn,— 

Defend and comfort me. 

Guard me from thoughts of ill, 

Increase my faith and love, 
And through fife's gloom conduct me still 

To endless joys above ! 
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CHRIST THE WAY. 

" I am the way, the truth, and the life; no man cometh unto 
the Father hut by me." — John xiv. 6. 

There is one only path to mortals given, 

By which they may ascend from earth to heaven. 

Thou art the way — O may I walk therein, 
And leave the varied paths of woe and sin ! 
Thou art the truth, blest Son ! send out thy light, 
And dissipate the shades of deathful night ; 
Thou art the life — be Thou the Fount in me, 
Whose living stream flows through eternity. 

*Ti*, Jesus ! by thy spirit and thy blood, 
The fallen race of man is brought to Qod. 

Thou art the way to heaven, the living way, 
By which we mount to realms of endless day : 
Thou art the truth, by whose enlight'ning ray 
Alone, we find the one appointed way ; 
Thou art the life by which we gain the strength 
To tread the way when found, and reach our heaven 
at. length. 

Anne Elliot. 



REFLECTION ON THE PAST. 

'Tis greatly wise to talk with our past hours, 
And ask them what report they bore to heaven ; 
And how they might have borne more welcome news. 
Their answers form what men experience call ; 
If wisdom's friend, her best : if not, worst foe. 

Young. 




130 FXOWEBS OF 



EARTHLY CHANGES. 

As waves the grass upon the fields to-day, 
That soon the wasting scythe shall sweep away ; 
As smiles the flower amidst the morning dew, 
That eve's chill blast in blighted death may shew, 
So in short glory spring the sons of clay, 
To bloom awhile, then wither and decay. 

Dust tends to dust, ashes with ashes blend ; 
Yet when the grave receives the buried friend, 
A few short sighs may mark the yawning brink, 
A few salt tears the broken earth may drink, 
A few sad hearts, with woe o'erflowing, bleed, 
And pay the tribute they themselves will need. 

They soon will need. But life's returning cares 
Sweep off the precious fruit which sorrow bears ; 
The mourner drops his garment, and aspires 
To light anew ambition's smothered fires, 
Bathe his worn brow with labour's wasting dew, 
And sleepless toil for heirs — he knows not who. 

Thus He who marks us in our vain career, 
In wisdom darkens what we hold most dear ; 
Takes from our vine the tender leaves away, 
And breaks the tendrils from their grov'lling stay ; 
That the rich clusters, lifted to the sky, 
May surer ripon for a world on high. 

Mrs. Sigoubney. 
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THE DEPARTURE OF THE CHRISTIAN. 

Deae as thou wert, and justly dear, 

We will not weep for thee : 
One thought shall check the starting tear 

It is — that thou art free. 
And thus shall faith's consoling power 

The tears of love restrain ; 
Oh ! who that saw thy parting hour, 

Could wish thee here again ? 

Triumphant in thy closing eye, 

The hope of glory shone ; 
Joy breathed in thy expiring sigh. 

To think the fight was won. 
Gently the passing spirit fled, 

Sustained by grace divine ; 
Oh ! may such grace on me be shed, 

And make my end like thine. 

Dale. 



WALKING IN LIGHT. 

Ephes. t. 8. 

Walk in the light ! and e'en the tomb 

No fearful shade shall wear ; 
Glory shall chase away its gloom, 

For Christ hath conquered there. 
Walk in the light ! and thine shall be 

A path, though thorny, bright ; 
Thy God, by grace, shall dwell in thee, 

And God himself is light. 

Babton. 
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THE USE OF FLOWERS. 

God might have made the earth bring forth 

Enough for great and small, 
The oak-tree, and the cedar-tree, 

Without a flower at all. 

He might have made indeed enough, 

For ev'ry want of our's ; 
For luxury, medicine, and toil, 

And yet have made no flowers. 

The ore within the mountain mine 

Requireth none to grow, 
Nor doth it need the lotus -flower* 

To make the river flow. 

The clouds might give abundant rain, 

The nightly dews might fall ; 
And the herb that keepeth life in man, 

Might yet have drunk them all. 

Then wherefore, wherefore were they made 
All-dyed with rain-bow light : 

All fashion' d with supremest grace, 
Up springing day and night ; 

Springing in valleys green and low, 

And on the mountains high, 
And in the silent wilderness, 

Where no man passes by ? 

• Water Lily. 
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Our outward life requires them not — 
Then wherefore had they birth ? 

To minister delight to man, 
To beautify the earth. 

To comfort man — to whisper life, 

Whene'er his faith is dim ; 
For God who careth for the flowers, 

Will much more care for him. 



GOD OUR HELPER. 

Thrice happy man, whose soul is staid 
On God's unseen but certain aid ; 
Beneath his shadow he'll retreat, 
And never fear afflicting heat. 

Hear what God utters from above— 
" Since he has fixed on me his love, 
Has known and has obeyed my will, 
I'll place him out of reach of ill. 

" Whene'er he prays, his prayer I'll hear, 
I'll in his trouble still be near ; 
Not only him from guilt redeem, 
But raise him in the world's esteem. 

" He long shall happy live below, 
My blessings him shall overflow ; 
When, languishing for heaven, he dies, 
Eternal joys shall glad his eyes." 

Bishop Ken. 
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CONSIDER THE LILIES. 

Observe the rising lily's snowy grace ; 

Observe the various vegetable race ; 

They neither toil nor spin, but careless grow ; 

Yet see how warm they blush, how bright they glo? 

What royal vestments can with them compare r 

What King so shining, or what Queen so fair ? 

If, then, the fowls of heaven Jehovah feeds, 

If o'er the fields such beauteous robes he spreads, 

Will He not care for you, ye faithless say, 

Is He unwise, or are ye less than they ? 

Thomson. 



TRUST IN GOD. 

As a little child relies 

On a care beyond his own ; 
Knows he's neither strong nor wise, 

Fears to stir a step alone ; 
Let me, Lord ! with Thee abide, 
As my Parent, Guard, and Guide ! 

Thus preserved from Satan's wiles, 
Safe from dangers, free from fears ; 

May I live upon thy smiles, 
Till the promised hour appears, 

When the sons of God shall prove 

All their Father's boundless love. 

J. Newton. 
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SATURDAY NIGHT. 



Again the week's dull labours close ; 
The sons of toil from toil repose ; 
The gloomy clouds of ev'ning come, 
And the tired labourer seeks his home. 
This night his eyes, with slumber sweet, 
Shall drop their lids ; to-morrow greet 
A day of calm content, and rest — 
To labour's aching limbs how blest ! 

Before I seek my peaceful bed, 
And on the pillow rest my head, 
Oh, come, my soul, and now survey 
The mercies of the week and day ! 
From danger who my frame hath 'kept, 
While waking, and what time I slept ? — 
Who hath my every want supplied, 
And to my footsteps proved a guide ? 

'Tis Thou, my God !— to Thee belong 
Incense of praise, and hallowed song : 
To Thee be all the glory given, 
Of all my mercies under heaven. 
From Thee my daily bread and health, 
Each comfort — all my spirit's wealth 
Have been derived ; my sins alone, 
And errors I can call my own. 
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Ok, when to-morrow's sun shall rise, 
And light once more shall glad these eyes, 
May I thy blessed Sabbath prove, 
A day of holy rest and love. 
May my Redeemer's praises claim 
My constant thought ; the Spirit's flame 
Descend, my accents to inspire, 
And fill my soul with hallow' d fire. 

And when the night of death is come, 
And I must slumber in the tomb, 
Then, gracious God, my spirit cheer, 
Disperse the threatening clouds of fear, 
And teach me, in thy strength, to tread 
The path which leads me to the dead ; 
Assured, when life's last toil is o'er, 
Of rest with Thee for evermore ! 

Walkeb. 



THE CROSS AND THE CROWN. 

Is not the way to heavenly gain 
Through earthly grief and loss ? 

It must be won by toil and pain — 
The Crown repay the Cross. 

As plants, when shaken by the breeze, 

Take deeper, firmer root, 
As winter's frosts but make the trees 

Abound in summer fruit ; 

So every heaven-sent pang and throe 
That Christian firmness tries, 

Should nerve us for our work below, 
And train us for the skies. 

H. F. Lyte. 
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THE DIVINE PRESENCE. 

" Lo I am with you always."— Matt, xxviii. 20. 

Is my divine Redeemer near, 

Will He be itfth me still ? 
How should my spirit shrink with fear 

From all approach of ill. 
How should I cleanse my heart within, 
And guard against the snares of sin ! 

When in the house of God I kneel, 

And lift my heart to pray — 
If wandering thoughts should o'er me steal, 

And faith and love decay, 
This shall revive my lifeless prayer, 
That Christ is ever present there. 

When pain and grief my heart oppress, 

And dangers gather round, 
When in the hour of deep distress, 

No help on earth is found, 
To comfort me, protect and guide, 
The Lord is standing at my side. 

When earthly gain or earthly care, 

Would tempt my feet astray, 
And lead me into many a snare, 

Far from the narrow way — 
Yet in that hour I shall not fall, 
For Christ is with me when I call. 
M 3 
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When mourning o'er the silent dead, 

My tears of sorrow flow- 
When those I loved from earth have fled, 

And left me in my woe — 
Yet Jesus is my constant Friend, 
And will not leave me to the end. 



When stretched upon my bed I lie, 

In weariness and pain — 
When no kind helping hand is nigh, 

Or human help is vain — 
My Saviour will be present there, 
And listen to my dying prayer. 

And in that last and awful day, 
When heaven and earth shall flee, 

Jesus the Life, the Truth, the Way, 
In love remember me ; 

Let me behold Thee face to face, 

In thy eternal dwelling place. 



THE BLANK LEAF. 

Faik page ! the eye that looks on thee 
Ere long will slumber in the dust, 

And wake no more, until it see 
The resurrection of the just : 

May he to whom that eye belongs 

Join the assembly in their songs ! 

J. Montgomery. 
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LINES 

OK BISHOP COVEBDALE's ABM CHAIR, IN THE 

POSSESSION OP G. W. BBAIKENBBIDGE, ESQ., 

BBOOMWELL HOTJSE, BRISTOL. 

Did then, the venerable Coverdale 

Own this rude chair ? Did he, whose ardent zeal 

First gave to England God's eternal Word 

In her own language, rest his aged limbs 

In this plain seat of simple workmanship ? 

Hail valued relic of departed days : 

Memorial of past cares, and toil endured, 

For God and virtue's sake ! How does the sight 

Of thy now ancient form call up 

The thought of times gone by, of studious hours, 

Of nights consumed in anxious solitude, 

In saintly meditation, and in prayer 

To that most gracious Spirit which instructs 

To read aright the oracles of God ! 

Methinks I see the reverend prelate sit, 

His rapt eye raised to heaven, and lighted up 

With glad anticipation of the fruit 

Of that blest Tree of knowledge, which his hand 

Is planting in his native soil. I see 

His pale face brightly beaming as he reads 

Of that all-gracious promise, that the wise 

Shall shine like to the firmament, and they 

That turn their brethren unto righteousness, 

Even as the stars for ever and ever. 

I mark him as he turns the sacred page, 
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How he draws comfort from the gracious words 
Of his Redeemer : " Blessed is the man 
Who suffereth persecution for the sake 
Of righteousness ; for heaven itself is his." 
Cheer'd by his Saviour's promise, how his soul 
Soars upward ! how he pHes his much loved task, 
Reckless of torture, and the blood-stained sword 
Of unrelenting bigotry ! He bears 
In mind the great Creator's first command, 
" Let there be light," and lo, his task is done : 
Now lettest thou, thy servant, Lord, depart 
In peace, and holy triumph ; for his eyes 
Have seen the sacred volume shed its light 
Upon his native land. England, the Word 
Of life is thine ! O prize it as thou ought' st, 
And venerate the name of him whose hand, 
Dauntless, first gave it to his parent land. 

J. E. 



TO A FRIEND 



WHO ASKED THE ATJTHOB TO WRITE SOME LINE8 
FOB A FIGURE OF TIME. 

May she for whom these lines are penned, 
By using well, make Time her friend ; 
Then whether he stands still or flies, 
Whether the moment lives or dies 
She need not care, — for Time will be 
Her friend throughout eternity. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
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THE RISING MOON. 



The moon is up ! How calm and slow 

She moves above the hill ! 
The weary winds forget to blow, 

And all the world lies still. 



The way-worn travellers with delight, 

The rising brightness see, 
Revealing all the paths and plains, 

And gilding every tree. 

So once on Judah's evening hills, 
The heavenly lustre spread, 

The gospel sounded from the blaze, 
And shepherds gazed with dread. 

And still that light upon the world 
Its guiding splendour throws ; 

Bright in the opening hours of life, 
But brighter at the close. 

The waning moon, in time, shall fail 
To walk the midnight skies, 

But God hath given us a light, 
That never, never dies. 
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THE VOICE OF GOD. 

" And he said, I heard thy voice in the garden, and was 

afraid." — Gen. iii. 10. 

Amidst the thrilling leaves, thy voice, 
At evening's fall drew near : — 

Father ! and did not man rejoice 
That blessed sound to hear ? 

Did not his heart within him burn 
Touched by the solemn tone ? 

Not so ! — for never to return, 
Its purity was gone. 

Therefore, midst holy stream and bower, 
His spirit shook with dread, 

And called the cedars in that hour, 
To veil his conscious head. 

Oh ! in each wind, each fountain-flow, 

Each whisper of the shade, 
Grant me, my God, thy voice to know, 

And not to be afraid. 

Mas. Hemans. 



THE RESURRECTION. 

The darkest clouds give lightnings birth, 
The pearl is formed in ocean's bed ; 

The seed unperishing in earth 
Springs from its grave as from the^dead. 

So shall the bodies of the just, 

In weakness sown, be raised in power ; 

The precious seed shall leave the dust, 
A glorious and immortal flower. 

J. MONXQOMEBY. 
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THE VILLAGE PASTOR. 



Ukskilpttl be to fawn, or seek for power, 

By doctrines fashioned to the varying hour ; 

Far other aims his heart had learned to prize, 

More bent to raise the wretched than to rise* 

In sacred duty prompt at sorrow's call, 

He watched and wept, he prayed and felt for all. 

And as a bird each fond endearment tries, 

To tempt her new-fledged offspring to the skies ; 

He tried each art, reproved each dull delay, 

Allured to brighter worlds and led the way. 

At church with meek and unaffected grace, 

His looks adorned the venerable place : 

Truth from his lips prevailed with double sway, 

And fools, who came to scoff, remained to pray. 

The service past, around the pious man, 

With ready zeal, each honest rustic ran ; 

E'en children followed with endearing wile, 

And plucked his gown, to share the good man's smile* 

His ready smile a parent's warmth expressed, 

Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distressed; 

To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given, 

But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. 

As some tall cliff, that lifts its awful form, 

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm. 

Though round its breast the rolling clouds are spread, 

Eternal sunshine settles on its head. 

Goldsmith. 
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WAR. 

Exodus xrii, 11. 

Whem Joshua led the armed bands 

Of Israel forth to war, 
Moses apart with lifted hands 

Engaged in fervent prayer. 

When Moses' hands through weakness dropped, 

The warriors fainted too : 
Israel's success at once was stopped, 

And Amalek bolder grew. 

We now of fleets and armies vaunt, 

And ships and men prepare ; 
But men like Moses most we want, 

To save the state by prayer. 

Lord ! hear our prayers, and grant us aid ; 

Bid war and discord cease ; 
Heal the sad breach which sin has made, 

And bless the world with peace. 

I. Newton. 

THE BIBLE. 

Thott truest friend man ever knew, 

Thy constancy I've tried ; 
Where all were false, I've found thee true 

My counsellor and guide. 
The mines of earth no treasure give 

That could this volume buy ; 
In teaching me the way to live, 
1 It taught me how to die. 
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DEPARTING FRIENDS. 

Fbiend after friend departs 

Who has not lost a friend ? 
There is no union here of hearts 

That rinds not here an end. 
Were this frail world our final rest, 
laying or dying, none were blest. 

Beyond the flight of time ; 

Beyond the reign of death ; 
There is, we know, a blessed clime, 

Where life is not a breath ; 
Nor life's affections transient fire, 
Whose sparks fly upward and expire; 

There is a world above, 

Where parting is unknown ; 
A long eternity of love, 

Formed for the good alone; 
And Faith beholds the dying here 
Translated to that glorious sphere. 

Thus star by star declines, 

Till all are passed away ; 
As morning high and higher shines 

To pure and perfect day : 
Nor sink those stars in empty night, 
But hide themselves in heaven's own light. 

J. MoiTTOOXEBT. 
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A MOTHER'S LOVE. 

A mother's love — how sweet the name !— 

What is a mother's love ? 
A noble, pure, and tender flame, 

Enkindled from above, 
To bless a heart of earthly mould ; 
Love that through life can ne'er grow eold ; 

This is a mother's love. 

A parentis heart may prove a snare ; 

The child she loves so well, . 
Her hand may lead, with erring care, 

Down the broad road to hell ; 
Nourish the frame— -destroy the mind ; 
Thus do the blind mislead the blind, 

E'en with a mother's love. 

Blest infant, whom his mother taught 

Early to seek the Lord, 
And poured upon his dawning thought, 

The day-spring of the word ; 
This was the lesson to her son — 
" Time is eternity begun :" 

Behold that mother's love. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 



TRUE PLEASURES. 

Ye who smile in rosy youth, 

Glow with manhood, fade through years, 
Send the life, the light, the truth, 

To dead hearts, blind eyes, deaf ears ; 
And your very pleasures make 
Charities, for Jesus' sake. 
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THE LIFE OF MAN. 

Opening the map of God's extensive plan, 
We find a little isle — the life of man ; 
Eternity's unknown expanse appears. 
Circling around and limiting his years. 
The busy race examine, and explore 
Each creek and cavern of the dangerous shore \ 
With care collect which in their eyes excels, 
Some shining pebbles, and some weeds and shells. 
Thus laden, dream that they are rich and great, 
And happiest he that groans beneath his weight. 
The waves o'ertake them in their serious play, 
And every hour sweeps multitudes away ; 
They shriek and sink, survivors start and weep, 
Pursue their sport, and follow to the deep. 
A few forsake the throng ; with lifted eyes, 
Ask wealth of God, and gain the heavenly prize, 
Truth, wisdom, grace, and peace like that above ; 
Sealed with his signet whom they serve and love ; 
Scorned by the rest, with patient hope they wait 
A kind release from their imperfect state ; 
And unregretted, are soon snatched away 
From scenes of sorrow into glorious day. 

^^^^ Cowteb. 

WALKING WITH CHRIST. 

ColosSt ii. 6. 

He walks with Christ who lives a life of prayer, 
And daily casts on Him his every care ; 
Who in this sweet and sacred converse knows 
The soul's refreshment, and the soul's repose. 
He walks with Christ who lives a life of faith, 
And builds his hope on what the promise saith ; 
Who letting this world go, the next secures, 
And still, as seeing unseen things, endures. 
N 3 
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THE SINNERS FRIEND. 



Thou Friend of sinners ! who hast bought 
Our freedom with thy precious blood ; , 

Whose grace my wandering feet hath sought, 
To bring me to the fold of God ; 

My sins forgive, my fears remove, 

And fill my heart with grateful love. 



Thee, let my ardent soul pursue ; 

To Thee with fervent love aspire ; 
Oh may thy spirit still renew 

Within my heart that heavenly fire ; 
And ever prompt my jealous care 
To guard the sacred treasure there. 



In suffering, be thy love my peace ; 

In weakness, be thy love my power ; 
And when this mortal life shall cease, 

Bless with thy love my dying hour ; 
Point me to realms of endless day, 
And wipe the latest tear away. 
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NAAMAN'S PRIDE AND FOLLY. 

II. Kings t. 12. 

Thus arrogant and thus absurd, 
Was he who then the prophet heard ; 
We blame his language ; — are not we 
As foolish and as proud as he ? 

A fountain is unsealed to save, 
Of virtue passing Jordan's wave, 
Beyond Bethesda's healing spring, — 
Though ruffled by an angel's wing. 

There might we in this gospel day, 
Wash all our leprosy away, 
Cleanse from our spirits every stain, 
And more than child-like whiteness gain. 

But faith is low, and pride is high, 
We view that fount with doubting eye, 
And choose with proud and angry tone 
Well-springs and fountains of our own. 

O Thou ! whose love that fount unseal' d 
By which alone we can be heal'd, 
Strengthen our faith, subdue our pride, 
Nor let our leprosy abide. 

Teach us in simple faith to prove, 
The power of thy redeeming love ; 
That like the Syrian we may see 
And own there is no God but thee. 

BaBT.OXT.' 
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FAMILY INTERCOURSE. 

Oh ! sweet as vernal dews that fill 
The closing buds on Sion's hill, 

"When evening clouds draw thither ; 
So sweet, so heavenly 'tis to see 
The members of one family 

Live peacefully together. 

The. children, like the smiling flowers, 
On which descend the sun and showers, 

Their hues of beauty blending ; 
The parents, like the willow boughs, 
On which the lovely foliage grows, 

Their friendly shade extending. 

Yet leaves the greenest will decay, 
And flowers the brightest fade away, 

When Autumn winds are sweeping ; 
And be the household e'er so fair, 
The hand of death will soon be there, 

And turn the scene to weeping. 

But leaves again will clothe the trees, 
And lilies wave beneath the breeze, 

When spring comes smiling hither ; 
And friends who parted at the tomb. 
May yet again renew their bloom, 

And meet in heaven together. 
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THE SABBATH. 



Deab is the hallowed morn to me 
When village bells awake the day ; 

And, by their sacred minstrelsy, 
Call me from earthly cares away. 

And dear to me the winged hour 

Spent in thy hallowed courts, Lord ! 

To feel devotion' 8 soothing power, 
And catch the manna of thy word* 

And dear to me the loud Amen 

Which echoes through the blest abode, 

Which swells and sinks, and swells again, 
Dies on the walls, but lives to God. 



In secret I have often prayed, 

And still the anxious tear would fall ; 
But on thy sacred altar laid, 

The fire descends and dries them all. 



Oft when the world, with iron hands, 
Has bound me in his six-days chain, 

This bursts them, like the strong man's bands, 
And lets my spirit loose again. 
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Then dear to me the Sabbath morn, 
The village bells, the shepherd's voice ; 

These oft have found my heart forlorn, 
And always bid my heart rejoice. 

Go, man of pleasure, strike thy lyre, 
Of broken Sabbaths sing the charms ; 

Our's be the prophet's <;ar of fire 
That bears us to our Father's arms. 

Cunningham. 



THE HEAVENLY TEACHER. 

From every thing our Saviour saw, 

Lessons of wisdom he would draw ; 

The clouds, the colours of the sky ; 

The gentle breeze that whispers by ; 

The fields white o'er with waving corn ; 

The lilies that the vale adorn ; 

The reed that trembles in the wind ; 

The tree on which no fruit we find ; 

The barren sand, the flinty rock, 

That bears unmoved the tempest's shock ; 

The thorns that on the earth abound ; 

The tender grass that clothes the ground ; 

The cheerful birds that fly in air ; 

The sheep that needs the shepherd's care ; 

The pearls that deep in ocean lie ; 

The gold that charms the miser's eye ; 

All from his lips some truth proclaim, 

And tell of their Creator's name. 

Caroline Fry. 
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THY WILL BE DONE. 



It is a short and simple prayer, 

But 'tis the Christian's stay, 
Through every varied scene of care, 

Until his dying day. 
As through the wilderness of life 

Calmly he wanders on, 
His prayer in every time of strife 

Is still, "Thy will be done !" 

When in his happy infant years 

He treads 'midst thornless flowers ; 
When pass away his smiles and tears ; 

Like April suns and showers : 
Then, kneeling by his parents' hearth, 

Play-tired, at set of sun, 
What is the prayer his heart pours forth? 

— " Father, thy will be done." 

When the bright summer sky of time, 
Cloudless is o'er him spread ; 

When love's bright wreath is in its prime, 
With not one blossom dead : 

Whilst o'er his hopes, and prospects fair, 
No mist of woe hath gone ; 

Still, he repeats his first- taught prayer — 
Father, thy will be done." 



«« 
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But when his sun no longer beams 

And love's sweet flowers decay ; 
When all hope's rainbow-coloured dreams 

Are sadly swept away ; 
As flowers bent beneath the storm 

Still fragrantly breathe on ; 
So when dark clouds life's heaven deform, 

He prays, "Thy will be done !" 



And when the winter of his age 
Sheds o'er his locks its snows ; 

When he can feel his pilgrimage 
Fast drawing to a close : 

Then, as he finds his strength decline, 
This is his prayer alone : 

" To Thee my spirit I resign — 

: Father ! thy will be done !" 

Mary Ann Bbown. 



LIVE WHILE YOU LIVE. 



"Live while you live," the thoughtless man will 

say, 
" And seize the pleasures of the present day ;" 
" Live while you live," the sacred preacher cries, 
"And give to God each moment as it flies." 
Lord ! in my view let both united be, 
I live to pleasure while I live to Thee. 

Doddbidoe. 
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THE RIGHTEOUS BLESSED IN DEATH. 



How bless'd the righteous when he dies, 
When sinks a weary soul to rest, 

How mildly beam the closing eyes, 
How gently heaves the expiring breast ! 

So fades a summer cloud away, 

So sinks the gale when storms are o'er, 
So gently shuts the eye of day, 

So dies a wave along the shore. 

A holy quiet reigns around, 

A calm which life nor death destroys : 
Nothing disturbs that peace profound, 

Which his unfettered soul enjoys. 

Farewell, conflicting hopes and fears, 
Where lights and shades alternate dwell ! 

How bright the unchanging morn appears ! 
Farewell, inconstant world, farewell ! 



Life's duty done, as sinks the clay, 
Light from its load the spirit flies ; 

While heaven and earth combine to say, 
"How bless'd the righteous when he dies." 

Mbs. Babbauld. 
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AN EVENING PRAYER. 

Lord of my life, whose tender care 

Hath led me on till now, 
Here lowly at the hour' of prayer, 

Before thy throne I bow ; 
I bless thy gracious hand, and pray 
Forgiveness for another day. 

Humbly, O Lord, I come to Thee, 

Sinful before Thee fall ; 
My Saviour's blood my only plea, 

My life, my hope, my all ; 
Clothe me in the Redeemer's dress, 
His spotless robe of righteousness. 

I pray thy grace my wayward heart, 
From this vain world to free : 

The riches of thy love impart 
To live alone to Thee ; 

Take me and claim me for thine own — 

O make me thine, and thine alone. 

may I daily, hourly strive 
In heavenly grace to grow ! 

To Thee and to thy glory live — 
Dead to all else below : 

Tread in the path my Saviour trod, 

Though thorny, yet the path to God. 
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With prayer, my humble praise I bring, 

For mercies day by day : 
Lord, teach my heart thy love to sing; — 

Instruct me how to pray. 
All that I have, or am, to Thee 
I offer through eternity. 



Thou, blessed God, hast been my guide, 
My guardian and my friend ; 

Oh ! still through life's ne'er ceasing tide 
Preserve me to the end : 

And when my earthly journey's past, 

Receive me to Thyself at last. 



In my Redeemer's name, for all 
These blessings I implore ; 

Prostrate, O Lord, before Thee fall, 
And gratefully adore : 

Look from thy throne above the skies, 

And bless my evening sacrifice. 



CHRISTIAN WARFARE. 

Soldier, go— but not to claim 

Mouldering spoils of earth-born treasure, 
Not to build a vaunting name, 

Not to dwell in tents of pleasure. 
Dream not that the way is smooth, 

Hope not that the thorns are roses ; 
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Turn no wishful eye of youth, 
Where the sunny beam reposes ; 
Thou hast sterner work to do, 
Hosts to cut thy passage through : 
Close behind thee gulfs are burning — 
Forward ! — there is no returning. 



Soldier, rest— hut not for thee 

Spreads the world her downy pillow : 
On the rock thy couch must be, 

While around thee heaves the billow : 
Thine must be a watchful sleep, 

Wearier than another's waking ; 
Such a charge as thou dost keep 

Brooks no moment of forsaking : 
Sleep, as on the battle-field, 
Girded — grasping sword and shield : 
Those thou canst not name or number 
Steal upon thy broken slumber. 



Soldier, rise — the war is done ; 

Lo, the hosts of hell are flying, 
'Twas the Lord the battle won ; 

Jesus vanquished them by dying. 
Pass the stream — before thee lies 

All the conquered land of glory ; 
Hark ! — what songs of rapture rise, 
These proclaim the victor's story : 
Soldier, lay thy weapons down, 
Quit the sword, and take the crown ; 
Triumph ! all thy foes are banished, 
Death is slain, and earth has vanished. 

C. E. Tonna. 



SACRED POETRY. 161 



THE MISER. 

Art thou a miser, grasping hard 

What God has freely given to thee ? 
And are the destitute debarred 

Thy charity? 

What though on wealth thy soul is set, 
The sordid grasp that saves thy gold 
Shall cost thee more than thou shalt get, 

A thousand-fold. 

The generous deed, the friendly part, 

Compassion's kind and grateful glow, 
And mercy's blessedness, thy heart 

Shall never know. 

There falls no sunbeam on thy ways ; 
A shadow dark rests on thy door ; 
A curse is on thy nights and days, 

Midst all thy store. 

What fiercer lightning could be hurled, 
What louder thunder round thee roll, 
Than this ? — " Go on, and gain the world, 

But lose thy soul." 

G. MOGRIDGE. 



THE FERTILIZING STREAM. 

I 8A.W a streamlet calmly flow 

Along a peaceful vale ; 
A thread of silver, soft and slow, 

It wandered down the dale : 
Just to do good it seemed to move, 
Directed by the hand of Love, 
o 3 
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M*L would that I may thus be found, 
Wbile travelling life's short way, 

A Ibxmble friend to all around* 
Wkere'er my footsteps stray : 

like the pure stream, with tranquil breast ; 

Like it, still blessing and still blest. 

M. A. Stodart. 



THE SUN OP RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

Christ, whose glory fills the skies, 
Christ, the true, the only light, 

Sun of righteousness, arise, 
Triumph o'er the shades of night : 

Day-spring from on high, be near ; 

Day-star of my heart, appear. 

Dark and cheerless is the morn, 
Unaccompanied by Thee ; 

Joyless is the day's return, 
Till thy mercy's beams I see ; 

Till Thou inward light impart, 

Glad my eyes, and warm my heart. 



Visit, then, this soul of mine, 

Pierce the gloom of sin and grief, 

Fill me, Radiancy Divine ! 
Scatter all my unbelief, 

More and more Thyself display, 

Shining to the perfect day. 

Charles Wesley. 
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TO BEATRICE L- 



ON HEE BIRTH-DAY, WHEN SHE WAS FIYE 

YEARS OLD. 

Little Beatrice ! I may 
Give to thee my votive lay ; 
Wishing length of days and health, 
Years of comfort and of wealth ; 
And that friends, with hearts sincere, 
May increase each opening year* 
Nor will I omit t' express 
Wish of greater tenderness ;— 
That thou mayest, in thy youth, 
Know the God of love and truth ; 
That his Spirit may impart 
His own image to thy heart ; 
That thou ever may'st be found 
Pilgrim unto Zion bound ; 
That thy course may be direct, 
That thy progress be uncheck'd ; 
That thy heart may ever prove 
Given to thy Saviour's love ; 
And that, when thy course is o'er, 
Thou may'st gain that happy shore, 
Where, on thy Redeemer s breast, 
Thou may'st find eternal rest. 

R. W. Kyle. 
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FIELD FLOWERS. 

Flowebs of the field, how meet ye seem 

Man's frailty to portray ; 
Blooming so fair in morning's beam, 

Passing at eve away ! 
Teach us, and oh ! though short your reign, 
Sweet flowers, ye shall not live in vain ! 

Go, form a monitory wreath 

For youth's unthinking brow ; 
Go, and to busy manhood breathe, 

What most he fears to know ; 
Go, strew the path where age doth tread, 
And tell him of the silent dead. 

But, whilst to thoughtless ones and gay 
Ye breathe these truths severe, 

To those who droop in pale decay, 
Have ye no word of cheer ? 

Oh ! yes ; ye weave a double spell, 

And death and life betoken well. 

Go, then, when wrapt in fear and gloom, 
Fond hearts and true are sighing, 

And deck, with emblematic bloom, 
The pillow of the dying ; 

And softly speak, nor speak in vain, 

Of your long sleep and broken chain. 
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And say, that He who from the dust 

Recalls the slumbering flower, 
Will surely visit those who trust 

The Saviour's love and power ; 
Will mark where sleeps their peaceful clay, 
And roll, erelong, the stone away. 



THE HEAVENWARD COURSE. 



The bird let, loose in eastern skies, 

When hastening fondly home, 
Ne'er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies 

Where idle warblers roam. 
But high she shoots through air and light, 

Above all low delay, 
Where nothing earthly bounds her flight, 

Nor shadows dim her way. 



So grant me, Lord, from every care, 

And sinful passion free, 
Through pure religion's clearer air, 

To hold my course to thee ! 
No sin to cloud — no lure to stay 

My soul, as home she springs ; 
Thy sunshine on her joyful way ; 

Thy fieedom on her wings. 

Moore. 



M 
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HYMN OF THE WALDENSES. 



Hear, Father, hear thy faint, afflicted flock 
Cry to Thee from the desert and the rock, 
While those who seek to slay thy children hold 
Blasphemous worship under roofs of gold ; 
And the broad goodly lands, with pleasant airs, 
That nurse the grape, and wave the grain, are their's. 



Yet better were this mountain wilderness, 
And this wild life of suffering and distress — 
Watchings by night, and dangerous flight by day, 
And meetings in the depths of earth to pray : 
Better, far better, than to kneel with them, 
And pay the impious rite thy laws condemn. 



Soon, mighty God, soon shall thy frown break forth 

Unveiled, and terribly shall shake the earth : 

Then the foul power of Antichrist, and all 

His long upheld idolatries, shall fall, 

Thou shalt raise up the trampled and opprest, 

And thy delivered saints shall dwell in rest. 

Bryant. 




S 
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MARRIAGE HYMN, 

Not for the summer hour alone, 
When skies resplendent shine, 

And youth and pleasure fill the throne, 
Our hearts and hands we join ; 

But for those stern and wintry days 

Of peril, pain, and fear, 
When Heaven's wise discipline doth make 

This earthly journey drear. 

Not for this span of life alone, 

Which as a blast doth fly, 
And like the transient flower of grass, 

Just blossom, droop, and die ; 

But for a being without end, 

This vow of love we take ; 
Grant us, O God ! one home at last, 

For our Redeemer's sake. 

Mrs. Sigoitbney. 



HOPE. 

Reflected on the lake, I love 

To see the stars of evening glow ; 
So tranquil in the heaven above, 

So restless on the wave below. 
Thus heavenly hope is all serene, 

But earthly hope, how bright soe'er, 
Still fluctuates o'er this changing scene, 

As false and fleeting as 'tis fair. 

Bishop Hebeb. 



I 



168 FL0WEE8 OF 



AN AUTUMNAL SABBATH HYMN. 

Lord of the harvest ! Thee we hail ; 
Thine ancient promise doth not fail ; 
With goodness all our years are crowned, 
The varying seasons haste their round ; 

Our thanks we pay. 

This holy day ; 
O let our hearts in tune be found. 

If Spring doth wake the song of mirth, 
If Summer warms the fruitful earth, 
If Winter sweeps the dreary plain, 
Or Autumn yields its ripened grain ;-»-«• 

Still do we sing 

To Thee, our King ; 
Through all their changes Thou dost reign. 

But chiefly when Thy liberal hand 
Scatters new plenty o'er the land, 
When sounds of music fill the air, 
As homeward all their treasures bear ; 

We too will raise 

Our hymn of praise, 
For we thy common bounties share. 

Lord of the harvest ! all is Thine ! 
The rains that fall, the suns that shine, 
The seed once hidden in the ground, 
The skill that makes our fruits abound ; 

New every year, 

Thy gifts appear ; 
New praises from our lips shall sound. 

J. H. Gurnet. 
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LINES 

ON THE SINGING OF A ROBIN WITH THE 
PSALMODY IN MANCETTER CHURCH, ON SUNDAY 

morning, Nov. 25th, 1838. 

Sweet bird ! who taught thee thus to raise 
Thy gentle voice in notes of praise ? 
Thy joy it seem'd with us to sing 
The glories of our Heavenly King ; 
And from thy little warbling throat, 
To sound thy loudest, sweetest note, 
As if thy song was meant to blame 
Christians, whose silence is their shame. 

B. R. 



A THOUGHT, 

SUGGESTED BY A DYING FATHER'S BEQUEST TO 

SEE HIS GARDEN ONCE MORE, 

FEB. 8th, 1843. 

Let me once more my garden see, 
That garden once so dear to me ; 
Alas ! 'tis now overspread with gloom ; 
It seems an emblem of the tomb ! 
Yet, Lord, there is a garden fair, 
Where balmy odours fills the air ; 
Where flowers of celestial day, 
Shall never, never fade away. 
Since there " The Tree of Life" I view, 
Content — I bid the earth adieu ! 

B. It. 
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THE NUN. 

Matt. v. 16. 

A hopeless prisoner I'm doomed to dwell, 
Without a friend to whom my woes to tell ; 
Shut out from social scenes, from cheerful air, 
From nature's gladness, and her prospects fair. 
With faithless sisters, each her fellow's spy. 
Bound to reveal the unavailing sigh. 
Sadness will steal across my youthful brow, 
Whene'er I think upon my fatal vow, 
A vow that knows no kindred, owns no friend, 
But those who make Rome's tyranny their end. 
When shall my soul, now overwhelmed with grief. 
Rejoice that it has found, at last, relief, 
Where captive spirits shall be glad again, 
For ever freed from the oppressor's chain ? 

Of antichrist alone is tyranny : 
The Gospel has no slaves ; it makes us free : 
It wills, not that a convent's walls confine 
Children of light, but that their works may shine 
Before the world, that all may glory bring 
To God our Heavenly Father and our King. 
He gives true liberty to those who need : 
And whom his Truth makes free are free indeed. 

B. R. 
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ROBERT GLOVER, 

A PBOTESTANT MABTYB, WHO IiIYED IN THE 

MANOK HOUSE AT MANCETTEB, AND WAS BITSNT 

AT COYENTBY, SEP. 20TH, 1555. 

Hail faithful Glover ! — faithful when but few 

Were, in allegiance to their Maker, true ; 

Thy name we honour, who didst choose to die, 

Rather than thy Redeemer's cause deny : 

To thee the Holy Spirit did impart 

His mighty aid ! 'twas He consoled thy heart, 

And gave thee in the trying hour to prove 

The promised comfort of a Saviour's love. 

Yes, when removed from all thou countedst dear, 

That Saviour did thy fainting spirit cheer. 

In judgment-halls, and in the gloomy cell, 

He with his righteous servant deigned to dwell ; 

He did a liberty on thee bestow, 

Which only the afflicted saints can know ; 

He did a joy in thy temptation give, 

Which thou in prosp'rous hours didst ne'er receive; 

Then Jesus blessed thee with abundant grace, 

Then overflowed thy soul with heavenly peace. 

Whene'er before the rulers thou wast brought, 

Thy faithful soul with wisdom's gifts was fraught ; 

Christ made thee bold, and mighty to defend 

Those truths divine on which our hopes depend ; 

And when at length they doomed thee to the fire/ 

Vain was their malice — impotent their ire ; 

For in thy blazing car thou didst ascend 

To joys triumphant which shall never end. 
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What though the clouds'awhile did intervene, 

And Jesus for a time remained unseen ; 

The time was short, thy Saviour re-appeared, 

And when hy Him thy soul again was cheered : 

Among the crowd was heard thy well-known voice, 

Bidding thy faithful friend with thee rejoice ; 

" Austin,* He's come — He's come !" My Saviour's 

come, 
To take my ransomed spirit to his home ; 
There He will place me at his own right hand, 
For ever numbered with that chosen band, 
Who now arrayed in robes of spotless white, 
Cast down before the throne their crowns so bright; 
Sing of Salvation, and the palm branch wave, 
Before the Lord— omnipotent to save. 

B. R. 

LINES 

ON A YOUNG ENGLISHMAN, DROWNED IN THE 
RIVER ILLINOIS, AMERICA. 

He sunk to rise no more in that swift stream ; 
Short was his life, and all his hopes a dream. 
He sunk — no human power availed to save, 
No hand could snatch him from a watery grave ; 
That grave he once so little thought to find, 
When England and his friends he left behind. 
Yet, thus he died — and still the young will dream, 
And talk of pleasure ! as their only theme. 
And what is pleasure ? but a summer's gleam, 
And what the longest life ? — a rapid stream. 
May we make heavenly pleasures our desire, 
And to the life that never ends aspire. 

B. R. 

• For the character of his faithful friend, Augustine Bernher, 
see the Narrative of Robert Glover's Martyrdom, by the Rev. 
B. Richings, M.A. Vicar of Mancetter. 
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THE VICARAGE. 

Blest be the hand that gave me this retreat, 
In which unnumber'd mercies daily meet : 
Oh ! may a home, so rich in peace to me, 
Be found a temple, gracious Lord, to Thee— 
Oh ! may it be to Thee a house of prayer, 
Who deign* st to make it thy paternal care ; 
And sweet as incense may my praise ascend 
To God my Father, and to God my Friend. 

My peaceful garden, sweetest of its kind, 
Should also bring thy goodness, Lord, to mind : 
At all times cheerful, and at all times gay, 
It smiles in winter as in genial May : 
Made to dispel each rising cloud of gloom, 
And cheer my pathway to the silent tomb ; 
May its green plants, and fragrant flowers which blow, 
Lead me to him "" from whom all blessings flow." 

To Him who in a garden prayed and bled 
That I might live when numbered with the dead. 
Then when I'm called to leave this loved retreat, 
My spirit shall thy gracious welcome meet ; 
Then shall my garden point to that blest place 
Once lost to Adam and his guilty race ; 
Then shall I leave it for the Eden won 
Again for man by God's eternal Son. 



B.R. 
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BLIND BARTIMEUS. 

Mark z. 46, 62. 

The Saviour calls — arising from the ground, 
Blind Bartimeus welcomes the glad sound : 
And casting off his garment and his grief, 
He sought, and hoped, and found the wished relief, 

His sight received, with wonder and amaze 
He saw the Lord, and gave him all the praise ; 
Then faithful to the power that could restore. 
He followed Jesus, ne'er to leave Him more. 

Sinner draw near, thy own resemblance see, 
For thou art blind, and impotent as he ; 
The Saviour calls, obey his gracious voice- 
Receive his mercy — in his love rejoice. 

But first, as Bartimeus cast aside 
His garment, — so abandon sinful pride, 
Rely on Christ alone — and soon thou'lt find, 
Though dark before, thou art no longer blind. 

Thy mind illumed, let gratitude and praise 
Within thy heart a thankful tribute raise ; 
Follow the Lord, rejoicing join his train, 
Till with that Saviour thou art call'd to reign. 

Mbs. Bousfield. 
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THE PRODIGAL SON. 



Luke zt. 11,32. 



Strike the sweet chord, lift up the cheerful voice, 
A father bids you in hi3 joy rejoice ; 
Let thankfulness in every heart abound, 
For this my son was lost and now is found. 
Bring forth the robe — unfold the brightest vest, 
In rich attire array the welcome guest ; 
Let joyful words in sweet accord be sung, 
And grateful praises flow from ev'ry tongue. 
Let thankfulness in every heart abound, 
For this my son was lost, and he is found ! — 
Thus meets the earthly parent, thus receives 
The wandering son, to whom affection cleaves ; 
The welcome sight shall all his grief destroy, 
Nor one reproach be mingled with his joy. 
His open arms the prodigal embrace, 
While smiles of mercy beam upon his face. 
And does our gracious Heavenly Father less, 
When the poor sinner hastens to confess : 
When he his weakness and his wandering mourns, 
And with the tears of penitence returns ? 
Listen ! — what joyful hallelujahs rise ! — 
The melody of angels fills the skies. 
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Their golden harps they tune, they strike the chord, 

Their song of praise, " the lost is now restored,' ' — 

His be the robe unspotted light pervades ; 

His be the wreath which never, never fades ; 

His. be the triumphs of the blest alone, 

The crown of glory, and the Saviour's throne. 

Mbs. Bousfield. 



EPITAPH ON THE DAIRYMAN'S 
DAUGHTER. 



Stranger, if e'er by chance or feeling led, 
Upon this hallowed turf thy footsteps tread, 
Turn from the contemplation of the sod, 
And think on her whose spirit rests with God, 
Lowly her lot on earth, — but He who bore 
Tidings of grace and blessings to the poor v 
Gave her his truth and faithfulness to prove 
The choicest treasures of his boundless love : 
Faith, that dispelled affliction's darkest gloom ; 
Hope, that could cheer the passage to the tomb ; 
Peace, that not hell's dark legions could destroy ; 
And love, that fill'd the soul with heavenly joy. 
Death of his sting disarmed, she knew no fear, 
But tasted heaven, e'en while she lingered here. 
O happy saint ! may we like thee be blest ; 
In life be faithful, and in death find rest ! 

Mrs. Bousfield. 



t 



SACKED POETKY. 177 



EPITAPH ON A CHILD. 

Ye who have sorrowed o'er the bier 
Of one as lovely and as dear, 
Pause at the tomb in whose lone shade, 
The form of infancy is laid. 
O'er these loved ashes parents shed 
Tears such as shew'd fond hope was fled ; 
Yet not as hopeless — for they knew 
A Saviour died for children too : 
And 'mid their griefs severest pain, 
Faith whispered, " he shall rise again." 
Till that blest hour behold him there, 
Where's no temptation, pain, or care ; 
Made heir of glory, blest renown, 
Without a combat for the crown, 
Whilst with the saints he joins to cry, 
" O Grave ! where is thy victory." 

Mrs. Bousfield. 



CHRISTIAN CONSOLATION. - 

There is a calm the poor in spirit know, 
That softens sorrow and that sweetens woe ; 
There is a, peace that dwells within the breast 
When all without is stormy and distrest ; 
There is a light that gilds the darkest hour, 
When dangers threaten and when troubles lower, 
That calm to faith and hope and love is given, 
That peace remains when all beside is riven, 
That light shines down to man direct from heaven. 

Edmeston. 
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THE MERCY SEAT. 

From every stormy wind that blows, 
From every swelling tide of woes, 
There is a calm, a sure retreat, 
'Tis found beneath the Mercy Seat. 

There is a place where Jesus sheds 
The oil of gladness on our heads, 
A place than all besides more sweet — 
It is the blood-bought Mercy Seat. 

There is a scene where spirits blend, 
Where friend holds fellowship with friend, 
Tho* far apart, by faith, they meet 
Around one common Mercy Seat. 

Ah ! whither. could we flee for aid, 
"When tempted, desolate, dismay' d ; 
Or how the hosts of hell defeat, 
Had suffering saints no Mercy Seat ? 

There ! there on eagle wing we soar, 
And sin and sense seem all no more ; 
And Heaven comes down our souls to greet, 
And Glory crowns the Mercy Seat. 

O let my hand forget her skill, 
My tongue be silent, cold and still, 
This bounding heart forget to beat, 
If I forget the Mercy Seat. 

Hugh Stowell. 
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TRUST IN GOD. 

Hab. iii. 17, 18. 

Though the fig tree should not blossom, 
Nor the vine her clusters yield ; 

Nor the golden harvest waving, 

Crown with sheaves the fruitful field ; 

Nor the flocks at eve returning, 
Whiten o'er the peaceful plain ; 

Nor the shepherd's lute resounding, 
Call them from the fold again ; 

Yet in Thee, O God, confiding, 

Every anxious care is still : 
Perfect love its law fulfilling, 

Bows obedient to thy will. M. R. 



A SISTER'S WISH. 

May you always, my brother, enjoy 
Every blessing you ought to desire ; 

And to joys that as yet are 'unknown, 
May your wishes for ever aspire ! 

You've been taught in your own feeble strength, 
You must not one moment confide ; 

Oh look to your Saviour alone, 
Assured he is willing to guide. 

He is willing to bless you on earth ; 

He is able to lead you to heaven ; 
And remember a sister's best wish 

Is — to Him that your life may be given. 

H a J. K. 



THE DAY OP TRIAL. 



When adverse winds and waves arise, 
And in my heart despondence sighs ; 
When life her throng of cares reveals, 
And weakness o'er my spirit steals, 
Grateful I hear the kind decree 
That as my day my strength shall be. 



When with sad footstep memory roves, 
Mid smitten joys and buried loves ; 
When sleep my tearful pillow flies, 
And dewy morning drinks my sighs, 
Still to the promise will I flee 
That as my day my strength shall be. 



One trial more must yet be past, 

One pang — the keenest and the last ; 

And when with brow convulsed and pale, 

My feeble quivering heartstrings fail, 

Oh ! may my soul, adoring, see 

That as her day her strength shall be ! 

Mrs. Sigoubnet. 
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THE RESURRECTION OF CHRIST. 



O what a night was that which wrapt 
The heathen world in gloom ! 

O what a Sun which broke this day 
Triumphant from the tomb ! 

The powers of darkness leagued in vain 
To bind our Lord in death ; 

He shook their kingdom when he fell, 
By his expiring breath. 

And now his conquering chariot- wheels 

Ascend the lofty skies : 
Broken beneath his powerful cross, 

Death's iron sceptre lies. 

This day be grateful homage paid, 

And loud hosannas sung ; 
Let gladness dwell in every heart* • 

And praise on every tongue. 

Ten thousand various lips shall join 

To hail this happy mom ; 
Which scatters blessings from its wings 

On nations yet unborn. 
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THE MOLE-HILL IN A CHURCH-YARD 

Tell me, thou dust beneath my feet, 
Thou dust that once hadst breath ; 

Tell me how many mortals meet 
In this small hill of death ? 

Where'er the mole turns up the ground, 

My kindred earth I see ; 
Once every atom of the mound 

Lived, breathed, and felt like me. 

Through all this hillock's crumbling mould 
Once the warm life-blood ran ; 

Here thine original behold, 
And here thy ruins, man ! 

But see on death's o'erpowering wave 

The rainbow Hope arise ; 
An arch of glory o'er the grave, 

That bends beyond the skies. 

J. Montgomery. 



PLEASURE. 

The branch is stooping to thy hand, 

And pleasant to behold ; 
Yet gather not, although its fruit 

Be streaked with lines of gold. 

The wings of pleasure fan the bowl, 

And bid it overflow, 
Yet drugged with poison are its lees, 

And death is found below. 

Smedley. 
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HEAVENLY ARITHMETIC. 



€i So teach us to number our days that we may apply our 
hearts unto wisdom." — Psalm x«. 12. 



The early dawning ray 

Unseals my slumbering eyes ; 

I watch it brightening into day, 
Then from my eouch arise ; 

And muse what coming hours shall be, 

And what their flight may bring to me. 



But even while I muse, 

Those hours are fleeting fast ; 

There is no pause for future views, 
All, all is hurrying past : 

Unceasing as a torrent's flow, 

The days, and hours, and minutes go. 



E'en thus the morning light 
Of childhood speeds away ; 

And youth with all its colours bright 
Rolls on to manhood's day ; 

And manhood's sun must set beneath 

The darkness of decay and death. 



And then the night shall come, 
The night so still and deep ; 

When all within the silent tomb 
Must lay them down to sleep ; 

And each dull heavy eye shall close, 

Forgetting earth, and earthly woes. 



Oh ! would we sweetly rest, 
When each day's toil is done — 

And would we with untroubled breast, 
Repose at set of sun — 

Then let the swiftly rolling days 

Be spent in God's appointed ways ! 



And would we part in peace 

When life's last hour is nigh- 
Bid all our doubts and terrors cease, 

And calmly, gently die — 
Then let us cling to Jesus' lore, 
And seek the things which are above ! 



Yea, let the hours be given 
To Him from whom they flow ; 

And let us raise our hearts to heaven 
While working here below ; 

So every passing day shall be 

A step still nearer, Lord, to thee ! 
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THE HEAVENLY REST. 



Thebe is an hour of peaceful rest, 

To mourning wanderers given ; 
There is a joy for souls distress' d, 
A balm for every wounded breast, 
'Tis found above, in heaven. 



There is a home for weary souls, 

By sin and sorrow driven ; 
When toss'd on life's tempestuous shoals, 
Where storms arise, and ocean rolls, 

And all is drear but heaven ! 



There, Faith lifts up her cheerful eye 

To brighter prospects given ; 
And views the tempest passing by, 
The evening shadows quickly fly, 
And all's serene in heaven ! 



There, fragrant flowers, immortal, bloom, 

And joys supreme are giv*n ; 
There, rays divine disperse the gloom :. 
Beyond the confines of the tomb 

Appears the dawn of heaven. 

Amebican. 
q3 



1 
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THE DAY OF SMALL THINGS. 

A gbain of corn an infant's hand 
May plant upon an inch of land ! 
Whence twenty stalks may spring and yield 
Enough to plant a little field. 



The haivest of that field might then 

Be multiplied to ten times ten ; 

Which, sown thrice more, would furnish bread 

Wherewith an army might be fed. 



A penny is a little thing 

Which e'en the poor man's child may fling 

Into the treasury of heaven, 

And make it worth as much as seven. 



As seven ! nay, worth its weight in gold, 
And that increased a thousand-fold : 
For lo ! a penny tract, if well 
Applied, may save a soul from hell. 



That soul can scarce be saved alone, 
It must, it will, its bliss make known ; 
" Come," it will cry, "and you shall see 
What things the Lord hath done for me !" 

J. MoNTGOMEBY. 
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THE CHRISTIAN. 



Honour and happiness unite 

To make the Christian's name a praise ; 
How fair the scene, how clear the light 

That fills the remnant of his days! 

A kingly character he hears, 

No change his priestly office knows ; 

Unfading is the crown he wears, 
His joys can never reach a close. 

Inferior honours he disdains, 

Nor stoops to take applause from earth ; 
The King of Kings himself maintains 

The charges of his heavenly birth. 

The noblest creature seen below, 

Ordain' d to fill a throne above ; 
God gives him all he can bestow— 

His kingdom of eternal love. 

My soul's enraptured at the thought ! 

Methinks from earth I see him rise ! 
Angels congratulate his lot, 

And shout him welcome to the skies. 

CowpebJ 



J88 MOWERS OF 



HEAVENLY DIRECTION. 

Lord, when heavenly dews distil 
When my hopes are bright and clear, 

When I sit on Zion's hill, 
Temper joy with holy fear ; 

Keep me watchful, 
Safe alone when Thou art near. 

When a tempting world in view 
Gains upon my yielding heart, 

When its pleasures I pursue, 
Then a look of pity dart ; 
Teach me pleasures 
Which the world can ne'er impart. 

When the vale of death appears, 

Faint and cold this mortal clay, 
Clear my doubts, allay my fears, 
Light me through the dreary way ; 

Chase the shadows, 
Usher in eternal day. 

Jane Taylob. 



ETERNAL FRIENDSHIP. 

Pasted friends may meet again 
When the storms of life are past ; 

And the spirit, freed from pain, 
Find a friendship that will last. 

Christian friends again shall meet, 
From all earthly trials free ; 

Crowned with mercy, oh how sweet 
Will eternal friendship be ! 
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THE SOWER. 

Matt. liii. 3, 9. 

Ye sons of earth, prepare the plough. 
Break up your fallow ground ; 

The sower is gone forth to sow, 
And scatter blessings round. 

The seed that finds a stony soil 
Shoots forth a hasty blade ; 

But ill repays the sower's toil, 

Soon withered, scorched, and dead. 

The thorny ground is sure to baulk 
All hopes of harvest there ; 

We find a tall and sickly stalk, 
But not the fruitful ear. 

The beaten path and highway side 

Receive the trust in vain ; 
The watchful birds the spoil divide, 

And pick up all the grain. 

But* when the Lord of grace and power 
Has blessed the happy field, 

How plenteous is the golden store 
The deep-wrought furrows yield ! 

Father of mercies ! we have need 

Of thy preparing grace ; 
Let the same hand that gives the seed 

Provide a fruitful place ! 

Cowter. 
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MY FATHER'S AT THE HELM. 

'Twas when the seas with angry roar, 

A little bark assail' d ; 
That pallid fear, with awful power, 

O'er each on board prevail' d. 

Save one, the captain's darling child, 
Who fearless view'd the storm, 

And playful, with composure smiled 
At danger's threat'ning form. 

Why sporting thus, a seaman cried, 

Whilst sorrows overwhelm ? 
Why yield to grief ? the boy replied, 

My Father's at the helm. 

Despairing soul ; from hence be taught 

How groundless is thy fear ; 
Think on what wonders Christ has wrought, 

And He is always near. 



THE TRUTH OF THE BIBLE. 

Whence, but of heaven, could men unskilled 

arts, 
In several ages born, in several parts, 
Weave such agreeing truths ? or how, or why 
Should all conspire to cheat us with a lie ? 
Unasked their pains, ungrateful their advice, 
Starving their gain, and martyrdom their choice. 

Dbydei 
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DIVINE PROTECTION. 

11 How often would I have gathered thy children toge- 
ther," &c. — Luke xiii. 34. 

Holt Saviour, mighty King, 
O'er me spread thy guardian wing ; 
When by trembling fears distress' d 
Let me fly to Thee and rest. 

Call me, keep me, by thy side, 
Teach me there alone to hide ; 
Where, for safety, should I flee, 
If my footsteps strayed from Thee ? 

Warn me with thy gentle voice, 
Point my path, and guide my choice ; 
Let me, Lord, in Thee possess, 
Wisdom, peace, and righteousness. 

C. E. 



A LABOURER'S REPLY. 

A HAN of subtle reasoning, ask'd 

A labourer if he knew 
Where was the inward evidence 

That proved the Bible true ? 

The doubtful words of wrangling art 
Had never reached his ear : 

He laid his hand upon his heart, 
And answered "It is here." 



In time of tribulation, Lord, 

Deliver me from fear ; 
Refresh me with thy holy word, 

And bring thy comforts near. 

In time of wealth, deliver me 

From vanity and sin ; 
From pride of spirit set me free, 

And make me pure within. 

Deliver me in death's dark hour, 

From terror and dismay : 
Strengthened by thy supporting power, 

Throughout the dreary way. 

And when, according to thy word, 

My time on earth is past, 
In the great day of judgment, Lord, 

Deliver me at last. 



STRANGERS AND PILGRIMS. 

Heb. xi, 13. 

" Strangers !" "Pilgrims !" is it so ? 
Are we pilgrims here below ? 
Are our wants and wishes few ? 
Do we live as strangers do ? 
Strange to sinful thoughts and ways, 
Dead to worldly blame or praise, 
Pressing on, and passing through, 
Jesus ever in our view ? 
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A PRAYER TO THE REDEEMER. 

Thott, to "whom all power is given, 
Here on earth, above in heaven, 
Jesus, Saviour, mighty Lord, 
Be thy holy name adored ! 

In our hearts victorious reign, 
All the world be thy domain 1 
May redeemed man, we pray thee, 
Like the angelic host, obey Thee. 

Thou, who dost the ravens feed, 
Grant us all our bodies' need : 
Thou, in whom we move and live, 
Daily grace sustaining give ! 

Pardon us our sins confessing ; 
Keep us from again transgressing, 
May we pardon one another, 
As becomes each erring brother. 

In temptation's dangerous hour, 
Aid us with thy Spirit's power, 
And from Satan's wiles defend, 
Saviour, Comforter, and Friend. 

Glory be thine, great " First and Last," 
After both earth and time are past : 
Glory supreme to Thee be given, 
King of Kings, and Lord of Heaven ! 



194 FLO WEBS OF 



THE STREAMLET. 

Onwabd through a peaceful valley, 

Flowed a streamlet pure and bright ; 
Day by day its silvery waters 

Sparkled in the sunny light. 
To the flowers that bloomed around it, 

Calmly as it flowed along, 
Did it tell its tale of gladness, 

With a never-ceasing song. 
But the flowers around it faded, 

And the sunny gleam was gone, 
Darker grew the streamlet's waters, 

As the wint'ry blast came on. 
Yet though earth was dull beside it, 

Though the skies were bright no more, 
Still I heard the streamlet's music, 

Now more powerful than before ; 
Ever deepening, ever flowing, 

Till its tones more clear and strong, 
Joined the voice of many waters, 

Swelled the mighty ocean's song. 
May thy course alike be favoured, 

May heaven's music, in thy heart 
Whisper of a home unfading, 

"When life' 8 fleeting joys depart. 
Whene'er sunny skies are o'er thee, 

Whene'er sorrow's tempest lowers, 
May hope brighten more thy sunshine, 

And illume thy darker hours ; 
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Pilling all thy heart with gladness, 

Bringing, in life's roughest day, 
Peace, the world can never give thee, 

Peace it cannot take away ! 
May thy hope he daily stronger, 

Till the whisperings it has given, 
Shall be lost in joy eternal, 

In the happy song of heaven. 

B. L. 



THE JOY IN HARVEST. 

Isaiah ix. 3* 

It is sweet in Autumn's eve 

To come to the sunset tree ; 
To repose on the mossy turf, 

And join in the reaper's glee. 
But sweeter that sinner's joy 

Who turns from the worldling's madness, 
And looks from the toils of earth 

To the harvest song of gladness. 



The reaper can sweetly rest 

In his loved, though lowly, home ; 

And bright is the sunrise that tells him, 
" The Sabbath of peace has come." 

But sweeter the rest of the saint 
Whom death has released from sadness ; 

More bright his sunrise, waking 

_ To joy in the harvest's gladness. 

R. W. Kyle. 



i 
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THE HOUR OF PRAYER. 

My God ! is any hour so sweet 

From early morn to evening star, 
As that which calls me to thy feet— 
The hour of prayer ? 

Blest be that tranquil hour of morn, 

And blest that solemn hour of eve, 
When on the wings of prayer upborne, 
The world I leave. 

Words cannot tell what sweet relief, 

Then for my every want, I find, 
What help for warfare, balm for grief, 
What peace of mind. 

Then is my strength by Thee renewed ; 
Then are my sins by Thee forgiven; 
Then dost Thou cheer my solitude, 
With hopes of heaven. 

C. E. Tohna. 



SUPPLICATION. 



Oh God that madest the earth and sky, the da 

ness and the day, 
Give hear to this thy family, and help us while 



pray* 



For wide the waves of bitterness around our vet 

roar, 
And heavy grows the pilots heart, to view 

rocky shore ! 
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The Cross our Master bore for us, for Him we fain 

would bear ; 
But mortal strength to weakness turns, and courage 

to despair ! 
Then, mercy on our failings, Lord! our sinking 

faith renew ! 
And when thy sorrows visit us, O send thy patience 

too. 

Bishop Hebeb. 



THE COTTAGER'S HYMN. 

Among the lowly ones on earth, 

My present lot is cast ; 
Yet, I may be of noble birth, 

And heir of treasures vast. 

Yes, if I am a child of God, 

My birth indeed is high, 
Heaven shall be my blest abode, 

And there my treasures lie. 

Oh Jesus ! who hast borne the cross, 
And dwelt among the poor, 

Help me, each worldly pain or loss, 
With patience to endure. 

Oh make me rich in faith and love, 

Thy mercy let me share, 
Then take me to my rest above. 

Give me my treasure there. 
b 3 



i 
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THE ONE FAMILY. 

" Of whom the whole Family in heaven and earth is named." 

Ephesians iii. 15, 

Let saints below join saints above, 

To whom their rest is given ; 
And on the eagle wings of love 

Soar towards the joys of heaven. 

Let saints on earth in concert sing 
With those whose work is done ; 

For all the servants of our King 
In every place are One. 

One Family, we dwell in Him, 

One church, above, beneath ; 
Though now divided by the stream, 

The narrow stream of death. 

One army of the living God, 

To His commands we bow ; 
Part of the host have crossed the flood, 

And part are crossing now. 

E'en now to their eternal home, 
There pass some spirits blest ; 

"While others to the margin come, 
Waiting their call to rest. 

Jesus ! be thou our constant guide ; 

Then, when the word is given, 
Bid Jordan's narrow stream divide, 

And land us safe in heaven. 

C. Wesley, 
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CHRISTMAS HYMN. 



Lo ! return* d the joyful season* 
When the blessed Son of God 

From his Father's throne descended, 
And with sinful man abode. 



Though he dwelt in boundless glory, 
Where the tide of bliss o'erflows ; 

Yet to save a world of sinners, 
He became a man of woes. 



Far from God mankind had fallen, 
Nothing could redeem our race, 

Nothing — but thy blest atonement, 
Prince of righteousness and peace. 



Press' d with loads of guilt and anguish, 
Hopeless now no more we groan : 

What is man, thou blest Redeemer, 
That such love to him is shown ? 



Jesus lived for us in sorrow, 
And for us expired in pain ; 

Let us not, our sins retaining, 
Crucify the Lord again. 
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Lord, impart thy grace and blessing, 
Make our hearts and tongues agree, 

With the host of heaven triumphant 
Still to bless and worship thee. 

N. Bute. 



FAITH. 



Faith, like a simple, unsuspecting child. 
Serenely resting on a mother's arm ; 

Reposing every care upon her God, 

Sleeps on his bosom, and expects no harm : 



Receives with joy the promises He makes, 
Nor questions of his purpose or his power ; 

She does not doubting ask, " Can this be so ?" 
The Lord has said it, and there needs no more. 



However deep be the mysterious word, 
However dark, she disbelieves it not ; 

Where reason would examine, Faith obeys, 
And "It is written," answers every doubt. 



As evening's pale and solitary star 

But brightens while the darkness gathers round] 
So Faith, unmoved amidst surrounding storms, 

Is fairest seen in darkness most profound. 

Caroline Fry. 
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SEEKING THE LORD. 

"To-mobbow I will seek the Lord," 

The foolish heart will say ; 
To-morrow may not life afford — 

So seek the Lord to-day. 

Seek Him while yet he will be found — 

Seek Him in early youth — 
Seek Him in all his works around, 

And in His page of truth. 

Seek Him with all your heart and mind- 
Seek Him with holy care — 

Seek Him in thoughts of heavenly kind — 
Seek Him in praise and prayer. 

Seek Him when your delights decay* 
And when they flourish, seek ; 

Seek Him on every Sabbath-day, 
And through the passing week. 

Seek Him, and Him you soon shall find, 
And own how blest are they, 

Who put the morrow from their mind, 
To seek the Lord to-day. 



i 
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WATCHFULNESS. 

** Couldst not thou watch one hour P"— Marie xir. 37^ 

My weary soul with patience wait, 
Be watchful in thy fallen state ! 
' Thou hast an anxious charge to keep, 
Thou shalt not rest, thou must not sleep: 
Withstand awhile the tempter's power- 
Canst thou not watch one little hour ? 

Thy lovely home lies far away, 

'Midst regions of perpetual day, 

And never toil, or anxious care, 

Shall break Thy glorious Sabbath there ; 

But watching at thy post below, 

No hour of respite canst thou know : 

Lest some loved sin, in soft disguise, 
Should cheat thy tired, and listless eyes, 
And some low whisper faintly say, 
Thy Lord, his coming does delay — 
Oh ! heed not thou the dangerous sound, 
Thou'rt on the world's enchanted ground. 

Fulfil thy promise, Lord, abide 
Within my heart, my strength, my guide ! 
If Thou my wanderings wilt control, 
If Thou wilt aid my languid soul, 
Unwearied shall its watching be, 
Till death is lost in victory. 
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A PRAYER TO THE REDEEMER. 

Pbophet of the latter days ! 
Beaming with unfading rays ; 
Brightness of the Fathers light ; 
Image of his love and might ; 
Pill my soul with purer awe 
Than dark Sinai's fiery law. 

Sprinkle with thy Paschal blood ; 
Lead me through each hostile flood ; 
Sweeten Marah's bitter spring ; 
O'er my path thy manna fling ; 
Let the rock give forth the wave ; 
Strongly succour — promptly save ! 

Soothe the passions of my breast ; 
Guide me towards the promised rest ; 
Ever keep thy cross in sight ; 
Lifted o'er the shades of night, 
Bid me fear and doubt no more, 
Till I land on Canaan's shore. 



THE OAK. 

The Oak but little recks it 

What seasons come or go, 
It loves to breathe the gale of spring, 

And basks in summer's glow ! 
But more to feel the wintry winds 

Sweep by in awful mirth, 
For well it knows each blast must fix 

Its roots more deep in earth. 



i 
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Would that to me life's changes, 

Did thus with blessings come — 
That mercies might like gales of spring 

Cause some new grace to bloom ; 
And that the storm which scattered* 

Each earth-born hope abroad. 
Might anchor those of holier birth, 

More firmly on my God. 

Mas. Hey, 



THE SKY-LARK. 

How sweet is the song of the Lark, as she springs 
To welcome the morning with joy on her wings ! 
The higher she rises, the sweeter she sings ; 

And she sings while we hear her no more ; 
When storms and dark clouds veil the sun from 

our sight, 
She has mounted above them, she sings in the light, 
Theie, far from the scenes that disturb and affright, 

She loves her gay music to pour. 

It is thus with the Christian : — he sees from afar 
The day-spring appearing, the bright morning star ; 
He quits this dark valley of sorrow and care, 

For the land whence this day-spring is given ; 
He sings in his way from this cloud- covered spot ; 
The swifter his progress, the sweeter his note ; 
When we hear it no longer, the song ceases not,— 

It blends with the chorus of heaven. 
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INTEMPERANCE. 

Oh ! could I write, that I myself could save, 
From this one cause, this sure untimely grave, 
This endless want, that soon must stop my breath, 
These flaming draughts which bring the surest death. 
Then should my muse upon her wings advance, 
And Virtue triumph o'er Intemperance. 
I know there's mirth, and there's a flash of joy, 
When friends with friends a social hour employ, 
When the full bowl is circled all around, 
And not a single jarring string is found. 
But the true wisdom of a young man's heart, 
Is from such tempting scenes to stand apart, 
Thousands of hopeful youths, who first begin 
To mix with friends in this bewitching sin, 
Soon lose their resolution — and what then i 
But conscience-smitten, outcast, wretched men. 
I could employ my pen for weeks, for years 
Write on this subject— wet it with my tears ; 
Extended as the ocean is the scope ; 
For drinking drowns all genius, wealth, and hope, 
Lays best of characters below the dust, 
And fills connexions with a deep distrust. 
But in weak verse the ills can ne'er be told — 
Eternity alone can these unfold. 
That those who know these ills, may stop in time* 
Is my last wish, as thus I end my rhyme.* 

• The writer of these lines fell a victim to the " bewitching 
tic' 1 of intemperance, against which such persons ha?« no 

8 
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TYPES OF THE RESURRECTION. 

The wintry winds have ceased to blow, 

The cheerful leaves appear ; 
And fairest flowers succeed the snow, 

And hail the infant year. 

So when the world and all its woes 

Are vanished far away, 
Fair scenes and wonderful repose 

Shall bless the new-born day ; — 

When, from the darkness of the grave 

The body too shall rise, 
No longer sinful passion's slave, 

Nor error's sacrifice. 

'Tis but a sleep — and Sion's King 

Will call the many dead ; 
'Tis but a sleep — and then we sing 

O'er dreams of sorrow fled. 

Yes ! — wintry winds have ceased to blow, 

The cheerful leaves appear ; 
And nature has her types to shew 

Throughout the varying year. 

Crabbe. 

sufficient security but iu the pledge of total abstinence, used 
as a means of grace, in dependence on the Divine blessing. 
Let him, whose besetting sin is drunkenness, but taxte the 
ensnaring cup, and it will be a miracle indeed if, tampering 
with the temptation, he does not again fall into his old evil 
habits, and become " a conscience-smitten, outcast, wretched 



man." 
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THE NAME OF CHRIST. 

** Let every one that nametb the name of Christ depart from 

iniquity."— 2 Tim. ii. 19. 

Let all who name his blessed name, 

Who once for sinners shed his blood, 
Depart from sin, and count it shame 
~ To live like those that know not God. 

What kind of persons should they be, 
Whose names appear enrolled above ? 

The people whom the Lord makes free, 
To whom he manifests his love. 

What kind of persons should they be ? 

How blameless should their lives appear ? 
Who hope the Lord in heaven to see, 

And dwell with him for ever there. 

With hopes so blessed and so bright, 

Of heaven they well may think and talk, 
And being children of the light, 

As children of the light should walk. 

« 

The sons of God — they well may scorn 
The highest honours here on earth : 

To heaven's eternal honours born, 
To stoop would ill become their birth. 

And when a few short years are past, 

What's promised now will then be given — 

A goodly portion, their* s at last, 
The glories and the joys of heaven. 
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PRAYER FOR FAITH. 

Oh ! for a faith that will not shrink, 
Though pressed by many a foe ; 

That will not tremble on the brink 
Of poverty or woe : 

That will not murmur or complain 

Beneath the chastening rod ; 
But, in the hour of grief and pain, 

Can lean upon its God : 

A faith that shines more bright, more clear, 

"When tempests rage without ; 
That when in danger knows no fear, 

In darkness feels no doubt : 

A faith that keeps the narrow way, 

Till life's last spark is fled ; 
And, with a pure and heavenly ray, 

Lights up a dying bed. 

Bathukst. 



HEAVENLY DESIRES. 

O Jesus teach me like thyself to fly 
This dangerous world, and all its charms defy. 
Give me devotion which shall never tire, 
Fix'd contemplation which my love may fire ; 
A heavenly tincture in my whole discourse : 
A fervent zeal which may my prayers enforce : 
Of heavenly joys a sweet foretasting view ; 
That I on earth may only heaven pursue. 

Bishop Ken. 
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TO BRITAIN. 

I love Thee, O my native Isle ! 
Dear as my mother's earliest smile \ 
Sweet as my father's voice to me, 
Is all I hear, and all I see. 

I love Thee, when I mark thy soil 
Flourish beneath the peasants' toil, 
And from its lap of verdure throw 
Treasures which neither Indies know. 

I love Thee, when I contemplate 
The simple grandeur of thy state ; 
Thy laws and liberties that rise, 
Man's noblest works beneath the skies. 

I love Thee, when I see thee stand 
The hope of every other land ; 
A sea-mark in the tide of time, 
Rearing to heaven thy brow sublime. 

I love Thee, when I hear thy voice 
Bid a despairing world rejoice, 
And loud from shore to shore proclaim, 
In every tongue, the Saviour's name, 

J. Montgomery 

8 3 
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TO A FRIEND, SETTING OUT ON A LOS 

JOURNEY. 



May heavenly guides attend thee, 
May heavenly guards defend thee, 
May heavenly influence send thee 

Sweet themes for holy thought ; 
Though shades of night enfold thee, 
The Eye will still hehold thee 

Of Him that slumbers not. 



No evil shall befal thee, 

No enemy appal thee, 

Bright messengers shall call thee, 

Throughout the silent night, 
To share their high communion, 
Sweet pledge of future union, 

With sainted heirs of light. 



No human voice may cheer thee, 
No earthly listener hear thee, 
But still one Friend is near thee, 

The kindest and the best ; 
His smile can banish sadness, 
His presence fill with gladness 

The solitary breast. 

C. E. Tonnjl. 
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THE VISION OF GOD. 

God ! when I think upon thy name, 
No doubts before my spirit rise ; 

I hear all nature's voice proclaim 

That Thou art great, and good, and wise. 

Yet would I, if it were thy will, 

See thy bright image, brighter still. 

If Israel longed to see thy face, 

While roared the thunders of the law ; 

Shall we, who know Thee, God of grace ! 
Shrink from thy countenance in awe ? 

While saints below, and thrones above, 

Proclaim thy mightiest title — Loye ! 

Impress thy image on my mind, 
Let me but see Thee as thou art : 

If mortal eyes at best are blind, 
Let me behold thee with my heart. 

In mercy and in love be nigh, 

Oh ! visit thou my mental eye ! 

But rest, thou ever-restless soul ! 

Thy feverish hours are flying fast ; 
The clouds before thee shall unroll 

The glorious vision shine at last ; 
And thou without a shade between, 
Shall see, as thou thyself art seen. 

Cboly. 



I 
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GIFTS OF PROVIDENCE AND GRACE. 



Loed of my life ! whose glories shine 
Through ocean, earth, and skies, 

Give me to trace thy hand divine 
Where'er I turn my eyes. 

When in my daily walks I view 

Thy bounties from above, 
Oh, let my grateful heart renew 

The tribute of its love ! 



Fresh tokens every season brings, 
Of wonder-working power ; 

'Tis seen in every herb that springs, 
In every genial shower. 

By many signals we are led 
To trust thy heavenly care : 

Lilies are clothed, and birds are fed ; 
Then why should we despair ? 



A nobler pledge the cross supplies ; 

No richer could be given ; 
There God's own Son for sinners dies, 

To make them heirs of heaven. 
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THE STORM CALMED. 

'Tis darkness all ! — No star appears 
Upon the dusky brow of night : 

No moon the anxious watcher cheers, 
Or charms him with her gentle light ; 

While one small ship, its sails all riven, 

Abides the furious blasts of heaven. 

Loud, and more loild, the billows roar, 
And dash their white foam o'er the deck ; 

The storm is fiercer than before ; 

And soon that ship must be a wreck ; 

But who is this that lies asleep, 

Where all beside in anguish weep ? 

The master wakes from his repose, 
And views the storm with look serene ; 

He speaks, — the listening water flows, 
Calm as in Eden's peaceful scene ! 

The winds his high commands obey, 

And in soft whispers die away. 

Who is it ? He whose hand hath made 
The Heavens, too bright for mortal eye, 

And given to earth the cooling shade, 
And flowers of every varied dye ! 

He made the tun's bright surface glow* 

And bade the obedient waters flow. 



t 
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Who is it ? He who meekly laid 
His pomp of heavenly glory by, 

And, in the form of man was made, 
To atone for sins of deepest dye. 

His power, his love, are still the same 

And Jesus is his gracious name ! 



THE SINNER PARDONED. 

Luke vii. 36, 60. 

A woman, at her Saviour's feet, 
For pardoning mercy sought ; 

Conscious of guilt, to Him she came, 
Who saw her inmost thought. 

No power less strong, she knew could save, 

No love less deep forgive ; 
Believing, she implored his word, 

To bid her go and live. 

Others would fain the contrite soul 
Away from Christ have driven ; 

But Jesus knew her faith, and said, 
" Thy sins are all forgiven/' 

Sinners like her, may we be saved, 
And join the song of heaven,— 

The song of praise to Him who died, 
That we might be forgiven ! 

B. L. 



SACRED POETBY. 215 



THE SEASONS. 

I've seen the beauteous flowers of Spring 

Bud, blossom, and decay ; 
I've heard the sweetest warblers sing, 

And watch' d them flit away. 
I've seen enchanting Summer rise, 

Fresh from her rosy bed, 
And scatter, through the humid skies, 

Rich fragrance as she fled :— 
But, ah ! she too, so fair, so gay, 
In smiles and blushes pass'd away. 

I've seen, when yellow Autumn, too, 

Pour'd forth her plenteous horn, 
Fruits of each varied form and hue, 

And floods of ripened corn. 
While over Natures changing face, 

A thousand varying dyes 
Have breathed inimitable grace, 

And mimick'd western skies : — 
But, ah ! I've seen her fruits decay, 
And Autumn, too, has pass'd away. 

And now, dread Winter, stormy sire ! 

Begins his cheerless reign, 
And the rude heralds of his ire 

Wild bluster o'er the plain : 
Lock'd in his cold and chilling arms, 

Creation seems to die ; 
And withered are her blooming charms, 

When gazed on by his eye ! 
Yet winter shall not always stay, 
Stern winter too, shall pass away. 



4 
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Nor shall life's dark and wintry storm 

Eternally endure : 
Death shall dissolve this mortal form, 

And lead to scenes more pure, 
Where changing seasons are not known, 

Where storms can never come ; 
That place, the Christian calls his own, 

His best inheritance, his home, 
Most prized, because 'twill ne'er decay ; 
* His spring shall never pass away. 



MIRACLES OP CHRIST. 

Jesus, and didst Thou condescend, 
When veil'd in human clay, 

To heal the sick, the lame, the blind, 
And drive disease away ? 

Didst Thou regard the beggar's cry 

And give the blind to see ? 
Jesus, thou Son of David, hear, 

Have mercy, too, on me ! 

And didst Thou pity mortal woe, 
And sight and health restore ? 

Pity, O Lord, my guilty soul, 
Which needs thy mercy more I 

And didst Thou save a trembling frame 
When sinking in the wave ? 

I perish, Lord ! oh save my soul ! 
For thou alone canst save. 
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REFLECTIONS ON RETIRING TO REST. 



It is good, when we lay on the pillow our head, 
And the silence of night all around us is spread, 
To reflect on the deeds we have done through the day, 
Nor allow it to pass without profit away. 



A day — what a trifle ! — and yet the amount 

Of the days we have pass'd form an awful account ; 

And the time may arrive when the world we would 

give, # • 

Were it our's, might we have but another to live. 



In whose service have we through the day been 

employed, 
And what are the pleasures we mostly enjoyed ? 
Our desires and our wishes to what did they tend- 
To the world we are in, or the world without end ? 



Hath the sense of his presence encompass'd us 

round, 
Without whom not a sparrow can fall to the ground? 
Have our hearts turn'd to Him with devotion most 

true, 
Or been occupied only with things that we view ? 

T 
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Have we often reflected how soon we must go 
To the mansions of bliss, or the regions of woe ? 
Have we felt unto God a repentance sincere, 
And in faith to the Saviour of sinners drawn near? 

Let us now with ourselves solemn conference hold, 
Ere sleep's silken fetters our senses enfold ; 
And forgiveness implore for the sins of the day, 
Nor allow them to pass unrepented away. 

Bent ham. 



THE WORSHIP OF HEAVEN. 

Rev. vii. 9, 10, 14. 

Lo, round the throne, a glorious band, 
The saints in countless myriads stand, 
Of every tongue*redeemed to God, 
Arrayed in garments washed in blood. 

Through trials and distress they came, 
They bore the cross, despised the shame ; 
But now from all their labours rest, 
In God's eternal glory blest. 

They see the Saviour face to face ; 
They sing the triumphs of his grace ; 
And day and night with ceaseless praise, 
To Him their loud hosannahs raise. 

Oh ! may we tread the sacred road 
That holy saints and martyrs trod ; 
Wage to the end the glorious strife, 
And win, like them, a crown of life. 
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NSW VERSION OP THE NATIONAL 

ANTHEM. 

God bless our native land 
May Heaven's protecting hand 

Still guard our shore — 
May peace her power extend, 
Foe be transformed to friend, 
And Britain's power depend 

On war no more. 

Through every changing scene, 
O Lord, preserve our Queen, 

Long may she reign — 
Her heart inspire and move 
With wisdom from above : 
And in a nation's love, 

Her throne maintain. 

May just and righteous laws 
Uphold the public cause, 

And bless our Isle — 
Home of the brave and free, 
The land of liberty, 
We pray that still on thee 

Kind Heaven may smile. 

Nor on this land alone ; 
But be the Gospel known 

From shore to shore : 
May all the nations see 
That men should brothers be, 
And form one family 

The wide world o'er i 
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THE LORD'S DAY MORNING. 



Ah! why should the thought of a world that is 
lying, 

Encumber the pleasure of seasons like these ? 
Or, why should the Sabbath be sullied with sighing, 

While faith the bright things of eternity sees ? 



Now, let us repose from our care and our sorrow, 
Let all that is anxious and sad pass away ; 

The rough cares of life lay aside till to-morrow, 
And let us be tranquil and happy to-day. 



Let us say to the world, should it tempt us to 
wander, 
As Abraham said to his men on the plain, 
There's the mountain of prayer, I am going up 
yonder, 
And tarry you here till I see you again. 



To-day on that mountain we would seek for thy 
blessing, 
O Spirit of Holiness, meet with us there, 
Our hearts then will feel, divine favour possessing, 
The sweetness of praise and the fervour of prayer. 

Edmeston. 



V 
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THE CALL OF SAMUEL. 

I. Sam. iii. 1, 10. 

In Israel's temple, once by night, 
The lamp of God was burning bright ; 
And there, by unseen angels kept, 
Samuel, the child, securely slept. 

A voice unknown the stillness broke, 
" Samuel," it called, and thrice it spoke ; 
He rose — he ask'd whence came the word ? 
From Eli ? — no : — it was the Lord. 

Thus early call'd to serve his God, 
In paths of righteousness he trod : 
Prophetic visions fired his breast, 
And all the chosen tribes were bless' d. 

Speak, Lord ! and from our earliest days, 
Incline our hearts to love thy ways ; 
Thy wakening voice hath reached our ear, 
Speak, Lord, to us, thy servants hear. 

Cawood. 



FRIENDSHIP. 

The planets of each system represent 

Kind neighbours ; mutual amity prevails ; 

Sweet interchange of rays, received, returned ; 

Enlight'ning, and enlightened ! All, at once 

Attracting, and attracted ! Patriot-like, 

None sins against the welfare of the whole ; 

But their reciprocal, unselfish aid, 

Affords an emblem of millennial love. 

Yotjng. 
t 3 
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TO MY BIBLE. 

Sweet book ! by God my Maker given, 

Thou pledge of love divine,. 
A faithful guide from earth to heaven, 

My Bible, thou art mine. 



In reading thee, a holy calm, 
Steals gently o'er my breast ; 

From every page flows healing balm, 
Lulling my griefs to rest. 



There a blest comforter I find 

In dark adversity, 
Leading my weak and harassed mind 

To rest, O God, in thee. 



There too I read of holiness, 
To make me meet for heaven, 

And everlasting happiness 

For all, through Christ, forgiven. 



O precious gift of perfect love, 
Led by thy truth and light, 

My heart shall seek the joys above, 
Where faith is lost in sight. 
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MISSIONARY HYMN. 

Onward! onward! men of heaven 

Rear the Gospel's banner high ; 
Rest not till its light is given,— 

Star of every Pagan sky. 
Bear it where the pilgrim stranger 

Faints 'neath Asia's burning ray ; 
Bid the Indian forest ranger 

Hail it, ere he fades away. 

Where the northern ocean thunders — 

Where the tropics fiercely glow, 
Broadly spread its page of wonders, 

Brightly bid its mercies flow. 
India marks its lustre stealing, 

Shivering Greenland loves its rays, 
Afric, 'mid her deserts kneeling, 

Lifts the untaught strain of praise. 

Rude in language or in feature, 

Dark in spirit though they be, 
Show that light to every creature,— 

Prince or peasant, bond or free : 
Hasten unto every nation, 

Host on host, the ranks supply, 
Onward ! Christ is your Salvation ! 

Your's through Him is victory ! 

Mrs. Sigourney. 
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THE ENGLISH' MARTYRS. 

WRITTEN AFTER WALKING OYEB 6MITHFIEXD. 

Hail, holy Martyrs, glorious names, 
Who nobly here for Jesus stood, 

Rejoiced and clapped your hands in flames, 
And dared to seal the truth with blood ! 

Finished your course, and fought your fight, 
Hence did your mounting souls aspire, 

Starting from flesh, they took their flight, 
Borne upward on a car of Are. 

"Where earth and hell no more molest, 
Ye now have joined the heavenly host, 

Entered into your Father's rest, 

And found the life which here ye lost. 

Arm of the Lord ! awake, awake ! 

To us thy glorious self reveal ; 
Let us the Martyr's faith partake, 

Let us thy mighty working feel ! 

C. Wesley. 



THE LIGHT OF THE GOSPEL. 

If all our hopes and all our fears 

Were prisoned in life's little bound ; 
If, travellers through this vale of tears, 

We saw no better world beyond ; 
Oh ! what could check the rising sigh ? 

What earthly thing could pleasure give ? 
Who then in peace could hope to die, 

Or who would breathe a wish to live ? 
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Yet such were life without the ray 

From our divine Religion given ; 
"lis this that makes our darkness day, 

"lis this that makes our earth a heaven. 

Bowsing. 



THE MARTYR'S STONE, 

AT HADLETGH, SUFFOLK, INSCRIBED, 

« 1555 

D. TATLEB IN DEFENDING THAT WAS GOOD 
AT THIS PLAS LEFT HIS BLODE." 

Mark this rude stone, where Taylor dauntless stood. 
Where Rome infuriate shed the martyr's blood ! 
Hadleigh ! that day how many a tearful eye 
Saw thy loved pastor dragged a victim by ! 
Still scattering gifts and blessings as he passed, 
To the blind pair his farewell alms were cast.* 
His sorrowing flock e'en here around him prayed, 
" As thou hast aided us, be God thine aid !" 
Nor taunts, nor bribes of mitred rank, nor stake, 
Nor blows, nor flames, his heart of firmness shake. 
Serene his folded hands, his upward eyes, 
Like holy Stephen's, seek the opening skies. 
There fixed in rapture, his prophetic sight 
Views Truth dawn clear on England's Popish night* 
Triumphant saint ! he bowed to kiss the rod, 
Then soared on seraph wing to meet his Qod. 

Dr. Drake. 

• See Tract entitled " Rowland Taylor," published by the 
•Religious Tract Society. 



God bless my native place, 

With mercy from above ! 
With all the riches of His grace, 

The treasures of his love ! 
Bestow upon each humble cot, 
The peace from heaven that faileth not 

Within this little fold, 

Are faithful hearts and true ; 

Lord, let thy blessings manifold, 
Descend like early dew ; 

Watch o'er our footsteps lest we stray, 

Guide and defend us day by day. 

And those who wander still, 
Nor heed thy gracious call ; 

Safely conduct to Zion's hill, 
Thou Shepherd of us all ! 

Let beams of light around them shine, 

Forsake them not, for they are thine. 
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Let every mourning breast 

Cast all its care on Thee ; 
Let weary souls by sin opprest, 

To thy salvation flee ! 
And those who tread a thorny way, 
Find thee their comfort and their stay. 



And let the young, oh Lord ! 

The little lambs below, 
Feed on the milk of thy pure word, 

"|And thus in wisdom grow : 
Tea, lead us all in pastures fair, 
To drink of living waters there. 



Thus joined in bands of love, 
May we, thy flock on earth, 

Gentle and kind, and faithful prove. 
Like those of heavenly birth ; 

Each blessing each with tender care, 

And joining in a common prayer. 



Thus passing one by one, 
Along death's shadowy vale, 

Conduct us Heavenly Shepherd on 
To joys that never fail ; 

Thus may we all in glory shine, 

For ever safe — for ever Thine ! 



Mother ! oh, where is that radiant shore, — 
Shall we not seek it and weep no more : 
Is it where the flower of the orange blows, 
And the fire-flies dance through the myitis boughs 
" Not there, not there, my child." 

Is it where feathery palm-trees rise, 
And the date grows ripe under sunny skies, 
Or 'midst the green islands of glittering seas, 
Where fragrant forests perfume the breeze, 
And strange bright birds, on their starry wings, 
Bear the rich hues of all glorious things ? 
" Not there, not there, my child." 

Is it far away in some region old, 
1 Where the rivers wander o'er sands of gold— 
Where the burning rays of the ruby shine, 
And the diamond lights up the secret mine, 
And the pearl gleams forth from the coral strand- 
Is it there, sweet mother, that better land? 
" Not there, not there, my child." 

Eye hath not seen it, my gentle boy ; 
Ear hath not heard its deep songs of joy, 
Dreams cannot picture a world so fair, 
Sorrow and death may not enter there ! 
Time doth not breathe on its fadeless bloom, 
Far beyond the clouds, and beyond the tomb ; 
"It is there, it is there, my child." 

Mrs. Heman! 
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SABBATH EVENING. 

Another day has pass'd along, 
And we are nearer to the tomb ; 

Nearer to join the heavenly song, 
Or hear the last eternal doom. 

These moments of departing day, 

When thought is calm, and labours cease, 

Are surely solemn times to pray, 
To ask for pardon and for peace. 

Thou God of mercy, swift to hear, 
More swift than man to tell his need ; 

Be Thou to us this evening near, 
And to thy fount our spirits lead. 

Teach us to pray — and, having taught, 
Grant us the blessing that we crave ; 

Without thy teaching — prayer is nought, 
But with it— powerful to save ! 

Seasoit of rest ! the tranquil soul 

Feels thy sweet calm, and melts in love ; 

And while these sacred moments roll, 
Faith sees a peaceful heaven above. 

Yet will our journey not be long, 
Our pilgrimage will soon be trod; 

And we shall join the ceaseless song, 
The endless Sabbath of our Gob. 

Edmestok. 



i 
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THE CHILD IN A GARDEN. 



Child of the flowing locks and laughing eye, 
Culling with hasty glee the flowerets gay, 

Or chasing with light feet the butterfly ; 
I love to mark thee at thy frolic play. 

Near thee I see thy father stand ; 

His anxious eye pursues thy roving track, 
And oft with warning voice, and beck'ning hand, 

He checks thy speed and gently draws thee back. 

Why dost thou meekly yield to his decree ? 

Fair boy, his fond regard to thee is known ; 
He does not check thy joys from tyranny — 

Thou art his loved, his cherished, and his own. 

When worldly lures, in manhood's coming hour, 
Tempt thee to wander from discretion's way, 

Oh ! grasp not eagerly the offered flower ; 
Pause, if thy heavenly Father bid thee stay. 

Pause, and in Him revere a friend and guide, 
Who does not willingly thy faults reprove ; 

But ever, when thou rovest from his side, 
Watches to win thee back with pitying love. 

Mrs. Abdy. 
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THOUGHTS ON GOD. 

I bead God's awful name emblazoned high 
With golden letters on the beauteous sky : 
No less his glorious character I see 
Wrought in each flower, inscribed on every tree : 
In every leaf that trembles to the breeze, 
I hear the voice of God among the trees ; 
In every creature own his forming power, 
In each event his providence adore. 
Thy hopes, O Lord, shall animate my soul, 
Thy precepts guide me, and thy fear control ; 
And when the last, the closing hour draws nigh, 
And earth recedes before my fading eye, 
Teach me to quit this transitory scene, 
Looking to Jesus, with a heart serene : 
Teach me to fix my ardent hopes on high, 
And having lived to Thee — to Thee to die ! 

Mbs. Babbauld. 



GOD IS LOVE. 

SAID TO HAVE BEEN WBITTEN BY A LUNATIC 
ON THE WALL OF HIS CELL. 

Coxjld we with ink the ocean fill, 

And were the skies of parchment made, 
Were every stalk on earth a quill, 

And every man a scribe by trade : 
To tell the love of God above, 

Would drain the boundless ocean dry ; 
Nor would the scroll contain the whole, 

Though it were stretched from sky to sky. 



And joy and reverence fill' d tine place. 
Prom heaven He cam e— of heaven he spok 

To heaven He led his followers' way ; 
Dark clouds of gloomy night He broke, 

Unveiling an immortal day. 
" Come wanderers to my Father's home, 

Come all ye weary ones and rest !" 
Yes, gracious Saviour — we will come — 

Obey Thee— love Thee — and be bleat 
Boms 

SUBMISSION. 
" Be still and know that I am God." — Ptalm ilrl. 1 
I come to Thee, almighty God, 
For grace to bow beneath thy rod, 
To acquiesce in all thy will, 
And leam th' important words, " Be still." 
Thou seest my feeble frame oppreat ; 
In vain my spirit sighs for rest ; 
But, Lord, perform thy holy will, 
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BIRTH-DAY REFLECTIONS. 



What ! pass'd the bound'ry of another year, 

Unmix' d with sorrows, and unmoved with fear ! , 

Hath death as yet withheld his solemn doom, 

Nor lodged this body in the silent tomb ? 

Around, whilst thousands have been swept away. 

And their frail forms been mingled with the clay. 

While infant youth and those of riper age. 

Stand registered upon the funeral page — 

On every side whilst friends and neighbours fall. 

And hasten at the King of terrors' call, 

Have I, in mercy and in grace, been spared, 

My frame not injured, nor my health impair' d ?— 

'Tis even so : to-day time's rapid flight 

Upon my birth revolves its annual light : 

This day, my natal day ! in health I stand, 

Kept and supported by a mighty hand ! 

Oh ! then, my soul, reflect upon the past, 

Consider well wherein thy lot is cast ; 

Call home thy thoughts, thy words, and works 

survey, 
Scan every action of each wasted day. 
When reason bids thee, with her wise behest, 
To scrutinize the motions of thy breast, 
Turn not away— obey her call through choice. 
And own that reason's call is wisdom's voice ; 
Be these the words, the test, by which to prove 
If God regards thee as a child of love : 
u 3 
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Has the past year, on each succeeding day, 

Beheld me walking in God's righteous way ? 

Has every foible and besetting sin 

Suffer' d a holy violence within ? 

My heart distempered, and my thoughts impure, 

Have I applied to these the only cure 

For sin and for uncleanness, Jesus' blood, 

Pour'd freely forth, and streamed a sacred flood ? 

Behold yon fountain spring ! there stands engraved, 

" Pure is the man that in this fount has laved !" 

Am I thus blest ?— oh, have I truly been 

Seeking this fountain, that I may be clean ? 

Oft as the morning usher' d in each day, 

Have I been led before my God to pray ? 

Oft as the evening shades invite to rest, 

Has deep devotion kindled in my breast ? 

My will control? d, my passions all subdued, 

Have pure and hallow' d thoughts my mind imbued ? 

Whene'er by doubtful sentiments perplex' d, 

My darksome mind, lay discomposed and vex'd. 

Have I then open'd God's revealed word, 

And to those oracles of truth referr'd ? — 

A sacred lamp ! which, ever burning bright, 

Dispelleth darkness, and diffuseth light ! 

Pause, O my soul, this day which gave thee birth, 

And rank'd thee as a tenant of the earth — 

Pause and enquire, herein is conscience clear ? 

Has this rule sway'd thee, through the by-gone 

year? 
Conscience upbraids, sore troubled is the heart, 
That long has acted a neglected part. 
O God ! forgive a sinner's blind career, 
Grant him henceforth a heavenly course to steer- 
Teach him thy ways, thy heavenly word to read, 
And on the "living bread" of heav'n to feed. 



^* 
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May He be warned, whilst grace and mercy wait, 
Henceforth to see his lost and guilty state. 
Thus, when the herald of the grave shall come, 
To call some neighbour to his latest home, 
May thy unworthy servant feel that there 
His end must be— consider — and prepare ! 

T. Hill. 



A THOUGHT ON THE SEA-SHORE. 



In every object here I see 
Something, my heart, that points at thee. 
Hard as the rocks that bound the strand, 
Unfruitful as the barren sand, 
Deep and deceitful as the ocean, 
And like the tide in constant motion. 



In every object here I see 
Something, O Lord, that leads to thee. 
Firm as the rocks thy promise stands, 
Thy mercies countless as the sands, 
Thy love a sea immensely wide, 
Thy grace an overflowing tide. 

J. Newton. 
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UNIVERSAL PROVIDENCE. 

The insect that, with puny wing, 
Just shoots along one summer ray ; 

The flow'ret which the breath of spring 
Wakes into life for half a day : 

The smallest mote, the tenderest hair, 

All feel our Heavenly Father's care. 

E'en from the glories of his throne 
He bends to view this earthly ball, 

Sees all, as if that all were one — 
Loves one, as if that one were all : 

Rolls the swift planets in their spheres 

And counts the sinner's lowly tears. 

Cunningham. 



THE LAST WORDS OF AN AGED 

CHRISTIAN. 

In age and feebleness extreme, 
Who shall a helpless worm redeem ? 
Jesus, my only hope Thou art, 
Strength of my failing flesh and heart. 
Oh ! could I catch one smile from Thee, 
And drop into eternity !* 

• Charles Wesley, having spoten these words, departed, on 
the 29th of March, 1788, aged 81 years. 



8ACBED POETKT. 237 



ON AN INFANT. 

What blessings shall I ask for thee 
In the sweet dawn of infancy ? 
That which our Saviour at his birth 
Brought down with Him from heaven to earth. 

What in the wayward path of youth, 
Where falsehood walks abroad as truth ? 
By that good Spirit to be led, 
Which John saw resting on His head. 

What in temptation's wilderness, 
When wants assail and fears oppress ? 
To wield, like Him, the scripture sword, 
And vanquish Satan by "The Word." 

What in the labour, pain, and strife, 
Combats and cares of daily life ? 
In his cross-bearing steps to tread, 
Who had not where to lay his head. 

What in the agony of heart, 

When foes rush in, and friends depart ? 

To pray, like Him, the Holy One, 

** Father, thy will, not mine, be done !" 

What in the bitterness of death, 
When the last sigh ends the last breath ? 
Like Him thy spirit to commend, 
And up to paradise ascend. 

J. MONTOOMEBT. 



240 FLOWEBS OF 



HEAVEN. 



Thebb is a region lovelier far 
Than sages tell, or poets sing ; 

Brighter than summer's beauties are, 
And softer than the tints of spring. 



It is not found by summer's gale ; 
N 'Tis not refreshed by vernal showers ; 

It never needs the moonbeam pale,— 
For there are known no evening hours. 



No ; for this world is ever bright 
With a pure radiance all its own : 

The streams of uncreated light 

Flow round it, from th' eternal throne. 

It is all holy and serene, 

The land of glory and repose ; 

No cloud obscures the radiant scene- 
There not a tear of sorrow flows. 



In vain the philosophic eye 

May seek to view the fair abode, 
Or find it in the curtained sky : 

It is — THE DWELLING-PLACE OF GOD. 
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WATCH AND PRAY. 

Watch ! for there are foes abroad, 
Who would tempt thy soul from God ; 
Dangers in the world are found, 
Evil men are all around ; 
Watch ! or thou wilt surely stray, 
Wandering from the narrow way. 

And as thou art weak and frail, 
How shall watchfulness avail ? 
But by prayer— on bended knee, 
Ask the Lord to succour thee ; 
Watch and pray ! no earthly fear v 
Need alarm if God is near. 

Watch ! thou hast a heart within, 
Full of vanity and sin ; 
Evil wandering thoughts are there, 
Thoughts of bitterness and care ; 
Watch ! lest some unguarded hour 
Yield it to corruption's power. 

That deceitful heart of thine 
Must be kept by power divine ; 
Therefore pray the God of grace 
To make it his dwelling-place ; 
Watch and pray ! thou canst act fail. 
Spirit shall o'er flesh prevail. 
x 
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Watch ! for all arouqd thee dwell 
Hosts of darkness sent from hell, 
Evil spirits full of power, 
Satan roaring to devour ; 
Watch ! or thou shalt perish still, 
Captive led at Satan's will. 

Know the strength of man is weak, 
Strength divine 't is thine to seek ; 
Therefore pray ! " Almighty power, 
"Save me in temptation's hour, 
" Give me grace that I may stand 
"Strengthened by my Saviour's hand." 

Then at last thy conflict o'er, 
Thou shalt watch and pray no more ; 
Prayer shall turn to endless praise, 
Watching end in victory's lays, 
And the Saviour's rest shall be 
Thine throughout eternity. 



LINES 

WB1TTEN IN A NEW TESTAMENT. 

Sat ! wouldst thou live ? this hallow'd page shall tell 
Where life's best joys, and holiest pleasures dwell ; 
Say ! must thou die ? then praise this sacred lore 
That points to worlds where death shall reign no more; 
Living or dying this shall soothe thy pain, 
Teaching, " To live is Christ, to die is gain." 

Henry Mabtyn. 
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THE LORD REIGNETH. 

Be glad ye heavens, thou earth rejoice, 

Man ! spread through every nation, 
"With joyful and triumphant voice, 

The gospel of salvation : 
Publish his glory, and his praise 

Whose word his work sustaineth, 
And gratefully this anthem raise, 

Rejoice ! the Lord yet reigneth ! 

Before his footstool prostrate fall, 

Whose gracious bounty giveth 
To each created object — all 

On which enjoyment liveth : 
From Him alone each good descends, 

His arm each ill restraineth ; 
Then tell to earth's remotest ends, 

The Lord in glory reigneth ! 

Praise Him for all that ye possess 

Of riches, glory, power ; — 
Ye who have neither, yet may bless 

His goodness every hour : 
His watchful and protecting eye 

The meanest ne'er disdaineth, 
Raise then, ye poor, your voice on high, 

For you, for you, He reigneth. 
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But chiefly for Balvation's gift, 

Of which he is the donor, 
Angels and men, your voices lift, 

In songs of praise and honour ; 
O praise with gratitude His name, 

Whose death our life regaineth, 
The love of Jesus loud proclaim, 

The Lord of glory reigneth. 

Babtok. 



THE HEAVENLY REST. 
Heb. iy« 1. 

Christian, arise, depart ! 

For this is not your rest : 
Earth's joys are false and fleeting, 

Its treasures are unblest. 

A world that sin o'erclouds, 
A world from grief ne'er free, 

Cannot for God's own children 
A rest eternal be. 

No : seek a better land, 

Press towards a happier home, 

And set your best affections 
On blessings yet to come. 

Seek joys that cannot fail, 
Let all your strength be given 

To gain the crown of righteousness — 
The crown laid up in heaven. 

B. L. 
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RfiNOUNCINa THE WORLD* 

I quit the world's fantastic joys, 
Her honours are but worthless toys, 

Her bliss an empty shade ; 
Like meteors in the midnight sky, 
That glitter for a while and die, 

Her glories flash and fade. 

Let fools for riches strive and toil, 
Let greedy minds divide the spoil, 

'Tis all too mean for me : 
Above the earth, above the skies, 
My bold and fervent wishes rise, 

My God, to heav'n and Thee. 

source of glory, light, and love ! 
When to thy courts I mount above, 

On contemplation's wings, 

1 look with pity and disdain, 
On all the pleasures of the vain, 

On all the pomp of Kings. 

Thy beauties, rising in my sight, 
Divinely sweet, divinely bright, 

With rapture fill my breast ; 
Though robbed of all my worldly store, 
In Thee I never can be poor, 

But must be ever blest. 

Db. M'ore. 

x 3 
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THE HINDOO CONVERT'S KEPLY, 

WHEN ASKED HOW HE BOES HIS 80BBOW8 FOE 
THE £OS8 OF HIS PKOPEBTY AJTTJ FRIENDS. 

Ton ask me of my sorrows ;— 

O Christian ! what are they ? 
Can motes upon the sunbeam 

Obscure the light of day ? 
Could all earth's storms and troubles 

In darkness o'er me roll, 
They could not dim the brightness 

That shines upon my soul 

You ask me of my sorrows ; — 

My earthly friends are gone, 
But Christ, the friend unchanging, 

Is more than all in one : 
And though the world has robbed me 

Of all that it had given, 
My wealth is still remaining, 

My treasure is in heaven. 

You ask me of my sorrows ;— 

I fain would speak of joys ; 
Of peace which passeth knowledge, 

Which nought on earth destroys ; 
Of realms of pure delight,— 

Realms undefiled by sin, 
Where pain and tribulation 

Can never enter in. 
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You ask me of my sorrows ; 

But how can I repine ? 
How can I dwell in sadness 

While Jesus' love is mine ? 
I seek not earth's vain pleasures, 

With Him my hope is stored, — 
The hope of future glory, 

For ever with the Lord. 

B. L. 



SELF-EXAMINATION. 

" Search me, O God, and know my heart." Psalm cxxxix. 23, 

O Lord of mercy and of might ! 

My humbled heart behold ; 
And give thy Spirit's living light, 

To search its inmost fold. 

Against that heart's presumptuous sing, 

I fly to faith and prayer ; 
But where the tempter's art begins, 

Oh ! save me, save me there ! 

Teach me to shun the Jirst dark thought, 

The wandering of the will ; 
Oh ! keep the soul thy blood has bought, 

And let me serve Thee still. 

When dreams of folly cloud my mind, 
And prompt to sins unknown ; 

The dream dissolve, the chain unbind, 
And make me all thine own. 

Croly. 
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tHE CONTENTED PRISONER. 

A little bird I am, 

Shut from the fields of air, 
And in my cage I sit and sing, 

To Him who placed me there ; 
Well pleased a prisoner to be, 
Because, my God, it pleases Thee. 

Nought have I else to do, 

I sing the whole day long ; 
And He whom much I love to please, 

Doth listen to my song : 
He caught and bound my wandering wing. 
But still He bends to hear me sing. 



Thou hast an ear to hear, 

A heart to love and bless ; 
And though my thoughts were e'er so rude, 

Thou wouldst not hear the less ; 
Because thou knowest, as they fall, 
That love, sweet love, inspires them all. 
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Oh ! it is good to soar 

These bolts and bars above, 
To Him whose purpose I adore, 

Whose providence I love ; 
And in thy mighty will to find 
The joy, the freedom of the mind 

From Madame Guion. 



SWEET-BRIER. 

Though sharp, yet sweet, my leaves declare 
How goodly painful trials are, 

And keen affliction's blessing ; 
So He who wore the thorny crown, 
Sends with the cross his patience down, 

Correcting and caressing. 

Oh ! seek no bliss but to fulfil, 
In life and death, his holy will ; 
No comforts in thy woe desire, 
Save those his promises inspire. 
Our years are numbered ; let us spare 
Our anxious hearts a heedless care ; 
'Tis His to number out our days, 
'Tis ours to spend them in His praise. 

From Madame Guion. 

The above were written by Madame Guion during her 

long imprisonment* 
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BENEVOLENCE. 

" The iilrer is mine, and the gold is mine, saim the Lord of 

Hosts." — Haggai ii. 8. 

Whose is the gold that glitters in the mine ? 
And whose the silver ? Are they not the Lord's ? 
And lo ! the cattle on a thousand hills, 
And the broad earth with all her gashing springs, 
Are they not his who made them ? 

Ye who hold 
Slight tenantry therein, and call your lands 
By your own names, and lock your gathered gold 
From him who in his bleeding Saviour's name 
Doth ask a part, whose shall those riches be, 
When, like the grass-blade from the autumn frost, 
You fall away ? 

Oh man ! whose daily labour is for heirs, 
Thou knowest not who — thou in thy mouldering bed, 
Unseen, and unremembered then, shalt sleep ; 
Nor will they thank thee that thou didst bereave 
Thy soul of good for them. 

Now, thou mayest give 
The famish' d food, the prisoner liberty, 
Light to the darken' d mind, to the lost soul 
A place in heaven. Take thou the privilege 
With solemn gratitude. Speck as thou art 
Upon earth's surface, gloriously exult 
To be co-worker with the King of Kings. 

Mrs. SlGOTTBNEY. 
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THE SAVIOUR'S PRESENCE DESIRED. 

" Abide with us, for it is towards evening, and the day is 
far spent/'— -Luke xxiv. 29. 

Dwell with us here, thou God of love, 
Closely draws on the evening hour, 

Amid its shadows let us prove 
Thy never-failing care and power. 

The day is hastening to depart, 

Its beams will soon be wrapped in night; 

Fulfil thy promise to our heart, 

" At evening time it shall be light." 

As on the parched and wearied ground, 
Softly descends the welcome dew : 

So let thy saving grace abound, 
And life and strength to us renew. 

The day has faded from our sight, 
The sun has sunk beneath the west, 

Turn thou our darkness into light, 
And bid our troubled spirit rest. 

Shew to us, Lord, a glorious dawn 
Of radiant hues and cloudless skies ; 

When shall the long-expected morn 
Burst on our waiting, weary eyes ? 

Grant us a pure and stedfast faith, 
A hope of heaven serene and bright, 

Till through the grave and gate of death, 
Our faith be lost in glorious sight. 

Y 
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ON HEARING A CLOCK STRIKE AT MID- 
NIGHT ON THE 31st OF DECEMBER. 

Knell of departed years ! 
Thy voice is sweet to me ; 
It wakes no sad foreboding fears, 
Calls forth no sympathetic tears, 
Time' 8 restless course to see. 
From hallowed ground 
I hear a sound, 
Diffusing through the air a holy calm around. 

Thou art the voice of Love ; 
To chide each doubt away ; 
And as the murmur faintly dies, 
Visions of past enjoyment rise, 
In long and bright array ; 
I hail the sign, 
That love divine 
Will o'er my future path of life in mercy shine. 

Thou art the voice of Hope ; 
The music of the spheres, 
A song of blessings yet to come, 
A herald from my native home, 
My soul delighted hears ; 
By sin deceived, 
By nature grieved, 
Still am I nearer rest than when I first believed. 
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Thou art the voice of Life ; 
A sound that seems to say, 
** O prisoner in this gloomy vale, 
Thy flesh shall faint, thy heart shall fail : 
Yet fairer scenes thy spirit hail 
That cannot pass away ; 
Here grief and pain 
Thy steps detain, 
There in the image of the Lord, thou wilt arise and 
reign." 



THE HOLY COMMUNION. 

Forth from the dark and stormy sky, 
Lord, to thine altar's shade we fly ; 
Forth from the world, its hope and fear, 
Saviour, we seek thy shelter here : 
Weary and weak thy grace we pray ; 
Turn not, O Lord, thy guests away ! 

Long have we roam'd in want and pain, 
Long have we sought thy rest in vain ; 
Wildered in doubt, in darkness lost, 
Long have our souls been tempest tost : 
Low at thy feet our sins we lay : 
Turn not, O Lord, thy guests away ! 

Bishop Hebeb. 
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A NEW YEAR'S THOUGHTS. 

Book another year is gone, 

Quickly have the seasons passed ; 

This we enter now upon, 
Will to many prove their last. 

Mercy hitherto has spared, 

But have mercies been improved ? 

Let us ask, " Am I prepared, 
Should I be this year removed ?" 

Life is like a battle-plain, 

Thousands fall within our view, 

And this year, among the slain, 
I perhaps may be, or you. 

Some as fair for life as we, 
When the former year begun, 

Now our eyes no longer see ; 
They their mortal race have run. 

Unto Christians, while below, 

With new years new mercies come ; 

And the happiest they know, 

Is the year that calls them home. 

J. Newton. 
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THE PLOUGHING OF THE SWOKD. 

The ploughing of the sword 

Breaks up the greensward deep, 
And stirs the old foundations, 

Where the baleful passions sleep : 
And then they madly sow 

The seeds of bitter strife, 
Ambition, wrath, revenge, 

And stern contempt of life. 

They reap with murderous sickles, 

'Mid the shrill trumpet's cry, 
Till the mightiest and the lowest, 

In equal ruin lie. 
The widow's pang, the orphan's tear, 

The exulting tyrant's might, 
And the cry of souls for ever lost, 

Accompany their flight. 

Oh ! mourning mother earth, 

Lift up thy heart and pray, 
That the ploughing of the sword, 

Be for ever done away : 
Pray for the day when promised peace, 

Shall reign from shore to shore, 
The sword into a ploughshare beat, 

And warfare known no more. 

Mbs. Sigoubney. 
y 3 
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NOVEMBER. 

The autumn wind is moaning low the requiem of 

the year ; 
The days are growing short again, the fields forlorn 

appear ; 
The sunny sky is waxing dim, and chill the hazy 

air; 
And waving trees before the breeze are turning 

brown and bare. 

No more 'tis sweet to walk abroad among the eVn- 

ing dews ; 
The flow'rs have fled from ev'ry path, with all their 

scents and hues ; 
The joyous bird no moie is heard, save where his 

slender song 
The robin drops, as meek he hops the wither* d leaves 

among. 

Those withered leaves, that slender song, a solemn 
truth convey, — 

In wisdom's ear they speak aloud of frailty and de- 
cay : 

They say that man's apportion'd year shall have its 
winter too, 

Shall rise and shine, and then decline, as all around 
him do. 
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They tell him, all lie has on earth, his brightest, 

dearest things, 
His loves and friendships, joys and hopes, have all 

their falls and springs : 
A wave upon a moon-lit sea, a leaf before the blast, 
A summer flow'r, an April show'r, that gleams and 

hurries past. 

And be it so ; I know it well : myself, and all that's 

mine, 
Must with the fleeting year advance, and ripen to 

decline. 
I do not shun the solemn truth ; to him it is not 

drear, 
Whose hopes can rise above the skies, and see a 

Saviour near. 



It only makes him feel with joy this earth is not his 

home ; 
It sends him on from present ills to brighter hours 

to come ; 
It bids him take with thankful heart whatever his 

God may send, 
Content to go through weal or woe to glory in the 

end. 

H. F. Lttb. 
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THE DIVINE OMNIPRESENCE. 

Oh, look up to the soft blue sky, 
Arching above thee bright and fair ; 

Cold is the heart, and dull the eye, 
Which feels not, sees not God is there. 

Look round thee on this spacious earth, 
With every varied beauty rife — 

Starts not an instant thought to birth 
Of Him whose presence gives it life ? 

Survey the billowy, boundless deep ; 

Is there no voice salutes thine ear, 
Whispering, when tempests o'er it sweep, 

In still small accents, God is here ? 

Glance upward, in night's silent hour, 
To countless stars in glory bright ; 

These speak, unheard, their Maker's power, 
Whose presence is their source of light. 

Hark to the winds which come and go 
O'er seas unfathomed, wastes untrod ; 

Are they not heralds, to and fro, 
Of Him, the Omnipresent God ? 

All forms of living creatures trace, — 
Proclaim they not his power and love, 

Vocal, in harmony and grace, 

Of Him in whom they live and move ? 
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Last, but not least, oh, turn within, 
Witfi humble hope and fervent prayer ; 

For in each heart redeemed from sin, 
The eternal Qod is present there. 

New Yobk Spectatob. 



THE BEAUTIES OF CREATION. 

I fbaised the earth in beauties seen, 
With garlands gay of various green ; 
I praised the sea, whose ample field, 
Shone glorious as a silver shield ; 
And earth and ocean seemed to say, 
" Our beauties are but for a day !" 

I praised the Sun, whose chariot rolled, 
On wheels of amber and of gold ; 
I praised the moon, whose softer eye, 
Gleamed sweetly through the summer sky ! ' 
And Moon, and Sun, in answer, said, 
" Our days of light are numbered." 

O God ! O good, beyond compare ! 
If thus thy meaner works are fair ! 
If thus thy beauties gild the span 
Of ruined earth, and sinful man ; 
How glorious must the mansion be, 
Where thy redeemed shall dwell with Thee ! 

Bishop Hebeb. 
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THOUGHTS IN SICKNESS ON HEARING 
CHURCH BELLS CHIME. 

Ye gentle winds, O waft again that swell 
So soft and sweet, across the deepen* d dell ; 
Speak to my heart, and not my ear alone, 
The hallow'd music of your chasten' d tone ; 
Chime not in vain, sweet hells, hut faithful say, 
To rich and poor, neglect me not to-day ! 
Oft have I heard your sacred sounds, and made 
Some faint excuse your summons to evade : 
But now, to languor and disease a prey, 
How doubly dear appears this hallow'd day ! 
O prove a Sabbath to my mind indeed, 
A holy day, from worldly subjects freed. 
Aloft my soul, may dove-like pinions hear 
Thee far above this world of sin and care ; 
Yes, onward bear, till thou a Pisgah's view 
Of Canaan blest obtain — Jerus'lem New. 
Here let my spirit rest, nor back convey 
Me down the hills of sin's backsliding way. 
Rather, O Saviour, let me absent be 
From all I love on earth, if safe with Thee, 
To die with heaven in view, is life exchanged : 
To live without it, death, from Thee estranged. 
Here, Lord, my forehead with thy signet stamp, 
If life be spared, supply with oil my lamp, 
That hence, how dark soe'er my way may be, 
Thy light may guide, thy grace may succour me ; 
And when my days of prayer on earth are o'er, 
Admit me where my praise shall end no more. 
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PRINCE OF PEACE. 

44 Ho is oar peace." — Eph. ii. 14. 

Pkince of Peace ! control my will, 
Bid this struggling heart be still ; 
Bid my fears and doubtings cease, 
Hush my spirit into peace : 
Thou hast bought me with thy blood, 
Open'd wide the gate to God : 
Peace, I ask — but peace must be, 
Lord, in being one with Thee. 

Thou, who stilTd the raging deep, 

Placidly to child-like sleep ; 

Thou, whose voice the maniac heard, 

Knew, and straight confessed his Lord; 

Thou, who hush'd the mourner's cry 

Mid maternal agony, — 

Chase these doubtings from my heart, 

Faith, and perfect peace impart. 

Sing of Salem ! strong to save, 
No triumphant joy I crave ; 
Let thy spirit's soothing calm 
Glide into my soul like balm : 
Raise my heart to things above, 
Make me know thy pard'ning love : 
May thy will, not mine, be done ; 
May thy will and mine be one. 
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Saviour ! at thy feet I fall ; 

Thou, my life, my God, my all ! 

Lord of glory, I am thine ; 

Let thy peace around me shine, 

Let thy happy servant be 

One with God, since one with Thee. 



« COME UP HITHER." 

Rev. iv. 1. 

The loved ones gone before me 

Are calling from on high, . 
And joyous angels o'er me 

Tempt sweetly to the sky. 
" Why wait," they say, " and wither 

Mid scenes of death and sin ? 
O rise to glory hither, 

And find true life begin." 



I hear the invitation, 

I hope to rise and come, — 
A sinner to salvation, 

An exile to his home : 
And while I here shall linger, 

Let every thing I see 
Direct with faithful finger, 

To heaven, O Lord, and Thee. 

H. F. Lyte. 
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BEST WISHES. 

Who art thou stranger ? Nay, read on, 
I will not ask thy name or lot ; 

Whether thy days be well nigh gone 
Or in their spring — it matters not ; 

Thou art mv brother ! and for thee 

Stranger ! shall my best wishes be. 

Life is a sea of stormy pain ; 

Thou know'st it, or thou soon wilt know : 
Thine be the faith that braves the main, 

When its most angry tempests blow : 
Thine anchor cast within the veil ! 
None ever knew that mooring fail. 

Thine be the love — refined from sense- 
That seeks its object in the skies, 

Draws all its warmth and brightness thence, 
Its comfort, confidence, and joys ; 

And be thy best affections giv*n, 

To Him, who lov'd thee first, in heaven. 

Thine be the refuge, — ever found 
. By them who seek in faith and prayer 

From all the trials that abound 
Throughout this wilderness of care, 

The faithfulness of Him, whose love 

Storms cannot quench, nor death remove. 
z 
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Thine be the meekness of the flower 
That bows its head before the blast ; 

Increase in wisdom and in power ; 
Be lowliness around thee cast ; 

Thy faith and love, like flames of fire 

Trembling, the higher they aspire. 

And when thy Master calls thee— thine, 
Thine be the crown of endless joy, 

Where Heaven's eternal rivers shine 
Beneath a bright and cloudless sky, 

Those realms — how beautiful and fair, 

Stranger ! a blissful meeting there I 



A RELIGION OF CEREMONIES. 

When nations are to perish in their sins, 
'Tis in the church the leprosy begins, 
Then God's own image on the soul impressed, 
Becomes a mockery — a standing jest ; 
And faith, the root whence only can arise 
The graces of a life that wins the skies, 
Loses at once all value and esteem, 
Pronounced a foolish — a pernicious dream : 
Then ceremony leads her bigots forth, 
Prepared to fight for shadows of no worth ; 
While truths on which eternal things depend, 
Find not, or hardly find, a single friend ; 
And many fill religion's vacant place, 
With hollow form, and gesture, and grimace. 

Cowper. 
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MORNING AND EVENING. 

As every day thy mercy spares, 
Will bring its trials or its cares, 
O Saviour, till my life shall end, 
Be Thou my counsellor and friend ; 
Teach me thy precepts all divine, 
And be thy great example mine. 

When each day's scenes and labours close, 
And wearied nature seeks repose, 
With pardoning mercy richly blest, 
Guard me, my Saviour, while I rest ; 
And as each morning sun shall rise, 
O, lead me onward to the skies ! 

And at my life's last setting sun, 
My conflicts o'er, my labours done, 
Jesus, thine heavenly radiance shed, 
To cheer and bless my dying bed — 
And from death's gloom, my spirit raise, 
To see thy face, and sing thy praise. 



THE VALUE OF THE SOUL. 

Know'st thou the value of a soul immortal ? 
Behold this midnight glory : worlds on worlds ! 
Amazing pomp ! Redouble this amaze, 
Ten thousand add ; add twice ten thousand more ; 
Then weigh the whole : — one soul outweighs them 
all. Young. 
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PATIENCEt 

Though the heart that sorrow chideth 

Sink in anguish and in care, 
Yet if patience still abideth, 

Hope shall paint her rainbow there. 

Faith's bright lamp her light shall borrow 

From Religion's blessed ray. 
And from every coming morrow, 

Chase the clouds of grief away. 

Wherefore then should Christians languish ? 

Since their cares so soon shall cease, 
And the heart that sows in anguish 

Shall hereafter reap in peace. 

This is not a scene of pleasure, 
These are not the shores of bliss ; 

We shall gain a brighter treasure, 
Find a happier land than this. 



THE BENEFIT OF TRIALS. 

Often the clouds of deepest woe 

So sweet a message bear, 
Dark though they seem, 'twere hard to find 

A frown of anger there. 

Yes, often has adversity 

A richer boon bestowed, 
Has oft bequeathed a purer joy 

Than all the world calls good. 
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Our spirits too are closely bound 

To earth's delusive toys ; 
Poor baubles we are loth to lose, 

For everlasting joys. 

It needs our hearts be weaned from earth. 

It needs, that we be driven, 
By loss of every earthly stay, 

To seek our joys in heaven. 

Yes ; we must follow in the path 

Our Lord and Saviour run ; 
We must not seek a resting place 

Where He we love had none. 

Caroline Fby. 



THE HOLY SPIRIT SUPPLICATED. 

Oh, come with thy olive branch, Spirit of love ! 
With all thy sweet graces descend from above : 
Bring with Thee the purity, concord, repose, 
Thy peaceful and permanent presence bestows. 

As days of "clear shining" that follow the rain, 
Thy heart-soothing presence can cheer me again ; 
In tenderness visit this sorrowing breast, 
And make it for ever the seat of thy rest. 

Cunningham. 
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THE HEAVENLY SEED. 

Oh God ! by whom the feed is given ; 

By whom the harvest blest. 
Whose word, like manna, showered from heaven. 

Is planted in the breast. 

Preserve it from the passing feet, 

And plunderers of the air ; 
The sultry sun's destructive heat, 

And weeds of worldly care. 

Though buried deep, or thinly strewn, 

Do thou thy grace supply ; 
The hope in earthly furrows sown, 

Shall ripen for the sky ! 

Bishop Heber. 



THE VOYAGE OF LIFE. 

Bound on a voyage of awful length, 

And dangers little known, 
A stranger to superior strength, 

Man vainly trusts his own. 

But oars alone can ne'er prevail 

To reach the distant coast, 
The breath of heaven must swell the sail, 

Or all the toil is lost. 

COWPEB. 




SACEED POETRY. 271 



THE LAND WHICH NO MORTAL MAY 

KNOW. 

Though earth has full many a beautiful spot, 

As a poet or painter might show ; 
Yet moie lovely and beautiful, holy and bright, 
To the hopes of the heart, and the spirit's glad sight, 

Is the land which no mortal may know. 

There the water of life bursting forth from the throne, 

Flows on, and for ever will flow ; 
Its waves, as they roll, are with melody rife, 
And its waters are sparkling, with beauty and life, 

In the land which no mortal may know. 

Oh ! who but must pine in this dark vale of tears, 

From its clouds and its shadows to go, 
To walk in the light of the glory above, 
And to share in the peace, and the joy, and the love, 
Of the land which no mortal may know. 

Babton. 



CHRISTIAN LOVE. 

'Tis not enough that we with sorrow sigh — 
That we the wants of pleading man supply ; 
That we a sympathy with sufferers feel, 
Nor hear a grief without a wish to heal : 
Not these suffice — to sickness, pain, and woe, 
The Christian spirit loves with aid to go ; 
Will not be sought, waits not for Want to plead, 
But seeks the duty— nay, prevents the need. 

Ckabbe, 
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The frame thy wayward looks deride 
Required a God to form. 

The common Lord of all that move, 
From whom thy being flowed, 

A portion of his boundless love 
On that poor worm bestowed. 

The sun, the moon, the stars He made^ 

To all his creatures free ; 
And spreads o'er earth the grassy blade, 

For worms as well as thee. 

Let them enjoy their little day, 

Their lowly bliss receive ; 
Oh ! do not lightly take away 

The life thou can'st not give. 

Qisbobks. 



GOD IS LOVE. 

God is love — his mercy brightens ' 
All the way in which we move ; 
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THE MEMORY OF THE JUST. 

He was one whose open face 
Did his inmost heart reveal ; 

One who wore, with meekest grace, 
On his forehead heaven's broad seal. 

Kindness all his looks expressed, 

Charity was every word ; 
Him the eye beheld and blessed ; 

And the ear rejoiced that heard. 

Wealth, which prodigals had deemed 
Worth the soul's uncounted cost ; 

Wealth, which misers had esteemed 
Cheap, though heaven itself were lost; 

This with an unsparing hand, 
To the poorest child of need, 

This he threw around the land, 
Like the sower's precious seed. 

As the earth puts forth her flowers, 
Heavenward breathing from below ; 

As the clouds descend in showers, 
When the southern breezes blow ; 

Thus his renovated mind, 

Warm with pure celestial love, 

Shed its influence on mankind, 
While its hopes aspired above. 
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Full of faith, at length he died, 
And, Tictorious in the race, 

Won the crown for which he vied, 
Not of merit, hut of grace. 

J. MONTGOMMT. 



THE POWER OF THE GRAVE. 

" I will ransom them from die power of the grave."— » 

Hosea ziii. 14* 

" Eabth to earth, and dust to dust P* 

Here the evil and the just, 

Here the youthful and the old, 

Here the fearful and the bold, 

Here the matron and the maid, 

In one silent bed are laid ; 

Here the warrior and the king 

Side by side lie withering ; 

Glory but a broken bust, 

" Earth to earth, and dust to dust.' 9 

But a day is coming fast, 
Earth, thy mightiest and thy last ; 
All shall see the judgment sign, 
On the clouds the Lord shall shine : 
Then shall dawn immortal day, 
Death and sin no more have sway; 
Angel myriads on the wing, 
Earth upgazing on its King ; 
Earth enshrined in living light, 
Heaven revealed to mortal sight. 

Ckoxy. 
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THE SUNFLOWER. 

Eagle of flowers ! I see thee stand, 

And on the sun's noon-glory gaze ; 
With eye like his, thy lids expand, 

And fringe their disk with golden rays : 
Though fixed on earth, in darkness rooted there, 
Light is thine element, thy dwelling air, 
Thy prospect heaven. 

So would mine eagle- soul descry 

Beyond the path where planets run. 
The light of immortality, 

The splendour of creation's sun ; 
Though sprung from earth, and hastening to the 

tomb, 
I hope a flower of paradise to bloom, 
I look to heaven. 

J. MoNTGOMEBY. 

THE DUMB CURED. 

His eyes uplifted, and his hands close clasped, 
The dumb man, with a supplicating look, 
Turned as the Lord passed by : Jesus beheld, 
And on him bent a pitying look, and spake ; 
His moving lips are by the suppliant seen, 
And the last accents of the healing sentence 
Ring in that ear which never heard before. 
Prostrate the man restored falls to the earth, 
And uses first the gift, the gift sublime, 
Of speech, in giving thanks to Him whose voice 
Was never uttered but in doing good. 

Gbahame. 
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DEATH OF A MISSIONARY IN THE WEST * 

Cold sweep the waters o'er thee. Thou hast found, 
Mid all the ardour of thy youthful zeal 
And self-devotion to thy Master's cause, 
An unexpected end. 

Say, mid the journeyings o'er the snow-clad waste 

Of yon lone prairie, on that fearful day, 

When death was by thy side, where dwelt thy 

thought ? 
Upon thy holy mission, or the scenes 
Of thy loved home ? 

Didst thou hope, 
When heaven's pure seed shall blossom in the soil 
Of the far Illinois, again to sit 
Around that fireside, and recount thy toils, 
And mingle prayers with those who fondly nursed 
Thy tender infancy ? Now there are tears 
In that abode whene'er thy cherished name 
Breaks from the trembling lip. Oh ! ye who mourn 
With hoary temples, o'er the smitten son, 
Called hence in Jesus' service, know that pain 
Shall never grieve him more. Peril and change, 
And winter's blast, and summer's sultry ray, 

• Drowned at a Ford in the State of Illinois. 
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And sinful snare, what are they now to him 
But dim-remembered names ? If 'twere so sweet 
To have a son on earth, where every ill 
Might point a sword against his heart and pierce 
Your own through his, are ye not doubly blest 
To have a son in heaven ? 

Mrs. SiGotrRNET. 



THE CROSS AND THE CROWN. 

Often, amidst the storms of life, 

By sin and woe opprest, 
We long for wings to flee away, 

And gain a place of rest : 



We long to find a peaceful home, 
Where sorrow shall be o'er, 

And the rough tempests of the earth 
Have power to beat no more. 

May we, by heavenly faith, descry 
The Saviour's gracious form, 

Holding the helm and steering safe 
Through every earthly storm ! 

If we but make his love our own, 

Though all around us frown, 
When for a time we've borne the cross, 
We shall attain the crown. 

B. L. 
2 A 



1 



278 FXOWEB8 OF 



i 



EPITAPH ON A PROTESTANT. 

No graven image would he blindly use, 

Before no wafer-idol bow the knee, 
No fancied queen of heaven for Saviour choose, 

No priestly absolution make his plea. 
The Word of Truth he made his only guide, 

To God, his Father, every want he brought. 
On Jesus' grace, believing, he relied, 

The Spirit's sanctifying power he sought. 
Thus did he live on earth a life of faith ; 
Thus was he armed against the sting of death. 

J. L. 



TO A PROTESTANT LADY IN FRANCE. 

Ah, be not sad, although thy lot be cast 
Far from the flock, and in a boundless waste : 
No shepherd's tents within thy view appear, 
But the chief shepherd is for ever near ; 
Thy tender sorrows and thy plaintive strain 
Flow in a foreign land, but not in vain ; 
Thy tears all issue from a source divine, 
And every drop bespeaks a Saviour thine ; 
So once in Gideon's fleece the dews were found, 
And drought on all the drooping herbs around. 

COWPKB. 
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HAPPINESS OF THE CHRISTIAN. 

Happiness ! thou lovely name, 

Where's thy seat ? O tell me where ? 

Learning, pleasure, wealth, and fame. 
All cry out, it is not here ! 

Not the wisdom of the wise 

Can inform me where it lies, 

Not the grandeur of the great 

Can the bliss, I seek, create. 

Object of my first desire, 

Jesus ! crucified for me, 
All to happiness aspire, 

Only to be found in Thee : 
Thee to praise and Thee to know, 
Constitute our bliss below ; 
Thee to see and Thee to love, 
Constitute our bliss above. 

Lord ! it is not life to live, 

If Thy presence Thou deny ; 
Lord ! if Thou Thy presence give, 

'Tis no longer death to die. 
Source and Giver of repose, 
From Thy smile alone it flows, 
Peace and happiness are Thine, 
Mine they are, if Thou art mine. 

Topladt. 
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Through summer's heat and winter's cold, 
Through calms and tempests manifold. 

My years roll on : oh ! as they roll, 
May they conduct my ransomed soul, 
Safe through life's ocean to the shore 
Where sins and sorrows grieve no more ! 

My years roll on : and with them flows 
The mercy which no limit knows ; 
That mercy my frail bark shall guide 
Securely o'er the swelling tide. 

My years roll on : my soul he still : 
Guided by love, thy course fulfil : 
And so, each earthly tempest past, 
Thou shalt be safe with Christ at last. 

Legh Richmond. 



« PRESS TOWARDS THE MARK." 

Phillipp. iii. 14. 

Haste thee on from grace to glory, 
Armed by faith, and winged by prayer, 
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THE AGED PASTOR'S DEATH-BED. 

A SEAL OCCURRENCE. 

Behold, upon his bed of death 

The aged Pastor laid ! 
Faintly he draws his quivering breath ! 

In vain is human aid ! 
His lamp is quenched, his soul is dark, 

And thick the gathering gloom ; 
Oh for one bright returning spark, 

The spirit to illume ! 

There came a gentle friend to him, 

And spoke the sufferer's name ; 
For when our memory's light is dim, 

Love sometimes fans the flame ; 
He answered low and mournfully, 

In faltering words and few — 
" What stranger comes* and speaks to me 

Of one I never knew ?" 

" Lamenting friends are at thy side, 

Thy sons are weeping round ;" 
And shall not memory's ebbing tide, 

Flow backward at the sound ? 
Again he feebly raised his head, 

And turned his languid eye — 
" What art thou telling me, he said, 

" No friends nor sons have I ?" 

2 a 3 



4 



282 FLOWERS OF 

Yet, we must waken memory's tone. 

Before bis spirit flee— 
Come here thou darling little one, 

And let us speak of thee. 
He gazed upon the wondering child, 

And gently press' d his brow*- 
Then spoke in accents low and mild, 

" I have no darling now." 

'Tis Tain—and must he pass away 

In darkness and in gloom, 
Unconscious of one cheering ray 

To gild the opening tomb ? 
No ! there is One in heaven above, 

Dearer than aught below; 
Then tell him of the Saviour's love, 

And memory's fide shall flow ! 

Scarce has he heard that blessed name 

When once again his eye 
Is kindling with a holy flame 

Of life and energy ! 
Once more he feebly strives to raise 

His dying hands in prayer, 
And the rejoicing words of praise 

Again are sounding there. 

" Oh Saviour ! precious to my heart ! 

" I do remember Thee ! 
Come, and thy heavenly strength impart, 

" Draw near and comfort me. 
" Though death is standing at my side, 

" And earthly friends are gone ! 
" I will not fear if thou abide, • 

" Then I am not alone ! 
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" Come as in days and years gone by, 

" Console me with thy love ; 
" Then gently, calmly, let me die, 

" And see thy face above ! 
" Let me on faith's bright pinions soar 

" To heaven thy blest abode ! 
" There let me praise thee evermore, 

" My Saviour and my God !" 



The soul is fled ! — what wondrous power 

Is found in Jesus' name ! 
How it hath cheer' d the dying hour, 

And kindled memory's flame ! 
My Saviour ! let me cleave to thee, 

Throughout life's weary way, 
And let thy name my refuge be 

In death's eventful day. 



LINES 

» 

BY CAPTAIN ALLEN GABDINEB, WHO PEBI8HED 
ZN ATTEMPTING TO ESTABLISH A PATAGONIAN 

MISSION. 

All that I have, O Lord, is thine ; 

All that I am thy Spirit wrought ; 
What would I not for Thee resign, 

Whose precious blood my ransom bought? 
Lord, here I am : my life, my all, 
I hold obedient to thy call, « 
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THE RAINBOW. 

Triumphant arch that fill'st the sky, 
When clouds prepare to part ; 

I ask not proud philosophy 
To teach me what thou art. 

When o'er the green undeluged earth, 
Heaven's covenant thou didst shine, 

How came the world's grey fathers forth, 
To watch thy sacred sign. 

And when its yellow lustre smiled; 

O'er mountains yet untrod, 
Each mother held aloft her child 

To bless the bow of God. 

How glorious is thy girdle cast, 
O'er mountain, tower, and town ; 

Or pictured in the ocean vast, 
A thousand fathoms down ! 

As fresh in yon horizon dark, 

As young thy features seem, 
As when the eagle from the ark 

First sported in thy beam. 

For faithful to its sacred page, 
Heaven still rebuilds thy span, 

Nor lets the type grow pale with age, 
That first spoke peace to man. 

Campbell. 
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SMALL THINGS. 

" Who hath despised the day of small things ?'*— Zech. iv, 10. 

From little seeds sweet flowers spring, 
And perfume o'er our pathway fling, 
The noble oaks derive their birth 
From acorns buried in the earth ; 
And the bright corn on waving plains 
Eose from the tiny scattered grains. 

And infant hands may plant'the seed, 
And from that small and simple deed, 
Rich produce shall adorn the ground, 
And gladden every heart around ; 
For God will send the sun and shower 
To cherish and refresh the flower. 

How small the seed of truth appears ; 
Oft sown with trembling and with tears; 
And yet that precious germ imparts 
Fragrance and life to desert hearts ; 
Nor shall its progress stay until 
Its branches the wide world shall fill. 

And a child's soft and earnest prayer 
Eich blessings may to others bear ; 
And a child's tract rightly given 
May aid in guiding souls to heaven ; 
And lisping accents may proclaim 
The sweetness of a Saviour's name. 



1 
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A THOUGHT ON BEREAVEMENT. 

Heb.xii.10. 

Sxxr? on, deep on, thou dearest one, 

All sOent as thou art ; 
O why did thy bright loveliness 

From heart and home depart ? 
The seal of heaven is on thy brow, 

So calm, and wide, and fair ; 
Time, woe, or sin shall never stamp 

Their blighting wrinkles there. 

And oh ! if we who mourn thee now, 

That better world could see, 
The deathless joy that lights thy brow— 

We'd weep no more for thee : 
But learn the lesson heaven meant 

By change and death ta shew, — 
That oft the heart is chastened 

Through what it loves below. 

M. T. Wightmak. 



. EPITAPH ON A CLERGYMAN. 

This stone itself shall crumbling pass away, 
These sacred walls shall moulder to decay, 
And with thy much loved dust their ruins blend, 
Lamented pastor, husband, parent, friend ! 
But safe from dying nature's final strife, 
Thy name is written in the book of life ; 
Thy noblest record here, thy people's love : 
A crown of bliss thy bright reward above. 

R. W. Kyle. 
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CHRIST STILLING THE TEMPEST. 

" Master, oarest thou not that we perish }" — Mark iv. 38. 

Such was the disciples' cry 
When the crested waves heat high, 
And the heavens above were dark 
O'er the tempest-driven bark. 

Such, O Lord ! in trial's hour, 
When afflictions round us lower, 
Now, on life's tempestuous sea, 
Our complaining cry to Thee. 

But thou didst not, though upbraided, 
Leave thy followers then unaided ; 
Prompt to succour, swift to save, 
Thou rebukedst wind and wave. 

At the word which spoke thy will, 
Then the stormy wind was still ; 
At thy voice the waves subsided, 
And the gentlest murmurs glided. 

Though their faith, too often frail, 
In thy power divine might fail, 
Though thou might' st reprove their fear, 
Still thy saving arm was near. 

Thus, O Lord ! on us look down, 
When above us clouds may frown ; 
Tossing on a stormy sea, 
Helpless, hopeless, but for Thee. 
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He looks to heav'n, where eVry joy 
Is pure, unmixed, without alloy ; 
Joy such as mortals never knew, 
Not raptured fancy ever drew, 
Joy which shall never pass away, 
Tho' heav'n and earth should both decay. 

Tho 9 worldly pleasures all should mil, 

And sorrows for awhile prevail ; 

Tho' friends forsake, and death remove 

The dearest objects of our love;* 

Tet there remains a heavenly rest, 

For those whom Christ the Lord has blest. 

And shall the world's deceitful smile 
TJs of this glorious hope beguile ? 
Shall we earth's empty pleasures prize, 
And heav'n seem little in our eyes ? 
It must not be — vain dream away, 
Out's be the joys which ne'er decay. 



THE SEASONS. 

Serve the God of love and truth, 
In the Spring -time of your youth : 
Yield to Him the flower and prime, 
Of your vigorous Summer-time ; 
Let a life of grateful praise, 
Crown the Autumn of your days, 
And your Winter pass away 
Into changeless, heavenly day. 
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JOHN HOWARD. 

A bpibit of unwearied zeal, / 

Patience, which nothing could subdue, 
A heart the woes of man to feel, 

In every varied form and hue ; 
An open hand, and eye, and ear, 

For all in prisons doomed to pine ; 
A voice the captive's hopes to cheer ;— 

These, noble Howard ! these were thine. 

In cells by Mercy's feet untrod, 

'Twas thine the mourner's lot to scan ; 
Thy polar-star the love of God, 

Thy chart and compass love to man. 
To mitigate the law's stern wrath, 

Thou trod'st, with stedfast heart and eye, 
An open, unfrequented path 

To fame and immortality ! 

What was thy meed ? a stranger's grave, 

Divided from thy native land 
By many a white and stormy wave, 

By many a weary waste of sand. 
Yet to that lone and distant tomb, 

Thy name its memory may entrust, 
Till cloudless glory bursts its gloom, 

And thou shalt rise to meet the just ! 

Babton. 



Prove we the last by bended knee f 
The right to praise, the power to pray, 
Must both be given us, Lord, by thee. 

Thy Spirit must the heart prepare. 
And faith in thy dear Son be known. 

Before the voice of praise or prayer, 
Can rise like incense to thy throne. 

Then give the power thy grace imparts, 
The love by Jesus shown of yore ; 

That praiseless lives, and prayerless hearts, 
May prove our guilt and shame no more. 



TO THE SWALLOW. 

Aebial voyager, who spread' st thy wing 

O'er trackless waves to seek a sunnier clime ! 

To man's immortal spirit thou should' st bring 
Thoughts of a lot more glorious and sublime. 

Thou, when stern winter comes to strip our bowe: 
Prompted bv instinct onlv. takest thv flight 
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THE HOUR FOR DEVOTION. 

When the moon's pale light is leaping 

On the streamlet and the lake ; 
When the winds of Heaven are sleeping, 

And the nightingale awake ; — 
And while mirror' d in the ocean 

The bright orbs of Heaven appear,— 
'Tis the hour of deep devotion — 

Lift thy soul to Heaven in prayer. 

When the autumn breeze is sighing 

Through the leafless forest wide ; 
And the flowers are dead or dying, 

Once the sunny garden's pride ;■— 
When the yellow' leaves in motion, 

Are seen scattered through the air, 
'Tis an hour for deep devotion — 

Lift thy soul to Heaven in prayer ! 

On his power and greatness ponder, 

When the torrent and the gale, 
And the cataract and thunder, 

In one fearful chorus swell : 
Amidst nature's wild emotion 

Is thy soul oppressed with care ? 
'Tis the" hour of deep devotion — 

lift thy soul to Him in prayer. 
2b3 
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Both in sorrow and in sickness, 
Both in poverty and pain ; 

And in vigour, or in weakness, 
On the mountain, or the plain : 

In the desert, or the ocean— 
To the throne of grace repair ; . 

All are hours for deep devotion- 
Lift thy soul to heaven in prayer. 




ON BEREAVEMENT. 

Lift up thine eyes, afflicted soul ; 

From earth lift up thine eyes ; 
Though dark the evening-shadows roll, 

And daylight beauty dies : 
One sun is set, a thousand more 

Their rounds of glory run, 
Where science leads thee to explore 

In every star a sun. 



Thus, when some long-loved comfort ends, 

And nature would despair, 
Faith to the heaven of heavens ascends, 

And meets ten thousand there. 
As stars that seem but points of light, 

The rank of suns assume, 
First faint and small, then clear and bright, 

They gladden all the gloom. 

J. MONTGOMEBY. 
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AN EPITAPH ON A YOUNG CHRISTIAN. 

As from the bud the flower expands to view, 
From infancy to smiling youth she grew, 
When He who ever livetb, strong to save, 
Resumed in love the boon his mercy gave. 
His mediation she had learned to trust, 
Not that of creatures, like herself, of dust ; 
His spotless righteousness she sought alone, 
And cast away, as worthless, all her own ; 
Quickened by Him, to Him she lived on earth, 
Declaring thus her new and heavenly birth 
Her soul has early found its promised Test, 
Angels havo borne her to her Saviour's breast : 
Oh ! glorious end to each expiring pain ! 
To live with Christ and And that " death is gain." 

R. W. Kyle. 



CHRISTIAN FRIENDSHIP. 

r 

'Tis grace, 'tis bounty, and it calls for praise, 
If God gives health, that sunshine of our days ; 
And if he add a blessing shared by few, 
Content of heart, more praises are his due. 
But if he grant a friend, that gift possessed, 
Indeed is treasure, and crowns all the rest : 
And giving one whose heart is in the skies, 
Born from above, and made divinely wise, 
He gives what bankrupt nature never can, 
Whose noblest coin is light and brittle man, 
Gold purer far than Ophir ever knew, 
A soul ; an image of himself, and therefore true. 

Cowpeb. 
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ON VISITING A SCENE OF CHILDHOOD. 

Loko years bad elapsed since I gazed on the scene, 
Which my fancy still robed in its freshness of 



The spot where, a school-boy, all thoughtless I 

atrayed 
By the side of the stream, in the gloom of the shade. 

I thought of the friends who had roamed with me 

there, 
When the sky was so blue, and the flowers so fair, — 
All scattered ! — all parted by mountain and wave, 
And some in the silent embrace of the grave ! 

I paused : — and the lesson came home to my heart : — 
Behold, how of earth all the pleasures depart ; 
Our visions are baseless, — our hopes but a gleam,— 
Our staff but a reed, — our life but a dream. 



Then let us look on— let the prospect allure- 
To scenes that can fade not, to realms that endure, 
To glories, to blessings, that triumph sublime 
O'er the blightings of Change, and the ruins of 
Time, 
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GOD SEEN IN HIS WORKS. 

These is a God ; the rising sun 

A proof divine supplies ; 
Writes it in splendour on the earth, 

Proclaims it round the skies. 

There is a God : from clouds on high, 
His thunder shakes the poles ; 

His voice is heard in every wind. 
In every wave that rolls. 

We see a record of his love, 
His wisdom, and his power, 

Inscribed on all created things, 
On man, and beast, and flower. 

If such convictions to my mind, 

His glorious works impart, 
Oh may his still more glorious Word 

Inscribe them on my heart ! 

Then, when I think upon his deeds, 

And read his truths divine, 
Nature shall point me unto God, 

And grace shall make Him mine. 

G. Mogridge. 
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WILLIAM COWPER. 



WmiTTBJT OK THE FIB8T UBA* 07 A YOLTTHK 
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'Tis not the Painter's power to please 
That here attracts the eye, 

For prouder works of art than these 
Are passed regardless by. 



Nor here magnificently grand 
Are nature's beauties seen ; 

On Ouse's bank her beauteous hand 
Bestows a softer mien. 



Why then are these tame landscapes fraught 
With charms, whose meek appeal 

To sensibility and thought, 
My heart is prone to feel ? 



Cowper ! thy muse's magic skill 
Hath made them classic ground ; 

Thy gentle memory haunts them still, 
And casts its spell around. 
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The hoary oak, the pheasant's nest, 

The rustic bridge, the grove, 
The turf thy feet so oft have prest, 

The temple and alcove. 



The shrubbery, moss-house, simple urn, 
The elms, the lodge, the hall ; — 

Each is thy witness in its turn, 
Thy verse the charm of all ! 



Thy verse — not less to nature true, 
Than to Religion dear — 

O'er every object sheds a hue, 
That long must linger here. 



Amid these scenes those hours were spent. 

Of which we reap the fruit ; 
And each is now thy monument, 

Since that sweet lyre is mute. 

"Here like the Nightingale's," were poured 

" Thy solitary lays," 
Which sought the glory of the Lord, 

Nor asked for human praise. 



Here beneath clouds of darkest gloom, 
Thy cup of woe was drained ; 

And here immortally to bloom, 
Thy stainless wreath was gained. 

Babton. 
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ON THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. 

Hail ! sacred volume of eternal truth, 
Thou staff of age — thou guide of wandering youth ; 
Thou art the prize that all that run shall win, 
Thou the sole shield against the darts of sin ; 
Thou giv'st the weary rest, the poor man wealth, 
Strength to the weak, and to the dying health. 
Lead me, my King, my Saviour, and my God ! 
Thro 1 all those paths thy sainted servants trod, 
Teach me thy two-fold nature to explore, 
Copy the human — the Divine adore ; 
To wait with patience : live in hope and fear, 
And walk between presumption and despair ; 
Then shall thy blood wash out the stains of guilt, 
That not in vain for me, e'en me was spilt. 



THE SAVIOUR'S GIFT. 

Who feels the worth of peace ? He who has lost 
Its gladdening light, when threatening clouds are 
nigh ; 

He who has viewed the agony it cost 

The Saviour of mankind that peace to buy. 

Peace from the guilt of sin, the dread of death — 
From this world's evils, and from Satan's power; 

A mind serene as eve's departing breath, 
That sinks to sleep the last sabbatic hour. 

•' My peace I give," — what wondrous words are those, 
Who knows their import, and their full increase? 

None ever will till this poor life shall close, 

And heaven reveals full, perfect, deathless peace ! 

Edmeston. 
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THE CHRISTIAN'S SAFETY. 

The man no guard or weapon needs, 
Whose heart redeeming mercy knows ; 

But safe may pass, if duty leads, 

Through burning sands or mountain snows. 

This love possessing, I am blest, 
Secure, whatever changes come ; 

Whether I go to east or west, 
With Jesus I shall be at home. 

If placed beneath the northern pole, 

Though winter reigns with rigour there ; 

His gracious beams shall cheer my soul, 
And make a Spring throughout the year. 

Or if the desert's burning soil 

My lonely dwelling-place shall prove ; 

His presence shall support my toil, 

Whose smile is life, whose voice is love. 

J. Newton. 



THE CLOUD. 

Why should yon dark and lowering cloud 

Obscure the golden ray, 
And with its sudden gloom o'ercast 

The brightness of the day ? 

Safe in its folds a treasure lies, 

A store of glittering rain ; 
And God in mercy brings it forth, 

To cool the sultry plain. 

i 
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Yam wefre the beams of summer sons, 

To peint the mellow fruit, 
If Goa withheld the gentle rain, 

That nourishes the root 

And thus across life's fairest day, 

Some cloud of grief will roll, 
Unwelcome to the heart of man, 

But needful for the soul. 

Yes : think not God's most precious gifts 
In beams and smiles are given ; 

What drowns our joy is often sent. 
To ripen us for Heaven. 

G. E. Tohha. 



LIFE. 

Life is beautiful ! its duties 

Cluster round each passing day, 
While their sweet and solemn voices 

Warn to work, to watch, to pray ; 
They alone its blessings forfeit 

Who by sin their spirits cheat,* 
Or to slothful torpor yielding, 

Let the rust their armour eat. 

Life is beautiful with promise 

Of a joy that cannot fade ; 
Life is fearful with the threatening 

Of an everlasting shade. 
May no thoughtless wanderer scorn it, 

Blindly lost in folly's maze, 
Duty, love, and hope adorn it, 

Let its latest breath be praise. 

Mbs. Siooubvet. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

I tuened me to an ancient rock 
That breasts the ocean's track, 

And saw it brave the billow's shock, 
Then send them foaming back. 

Fixed to this hard enduring bed, 

A small sea-plant I spied, 
Which flourished there, and cheerly spread 

Its tresses o'er the tide. 

And when the waves came rolling on, 

Above the surge it rose ; 
Or clung more closely to the stone, 

To wait the tempest's close. "" 

Thus true amidst a world of strife, 

Unshaken by its breath, 
May faithful friendship crown my life, 

Nor quit my side at death. 

Yet say, upon what hallowed ground 

Can deathless friendship be ? 
Thou Rock of Ages ! let us found 

Our friendships firm on Thee. 

T. B. MuBEAY. 
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MART AT, THE SEPULCHRE. 

How sweet in the musing of faith to repair 

To the garden where Mary delighted to rove; 
To ait by the tomb where she breathed her fond 
f*»yer, 

And paid her sad tribute of sorrow and love. 
To see the* bright beam which disperses her fear, 

As the Lord of her soul breaks the bar of his 
prison, 
And the voice of the angel salutes her glad ear f — 

The Lord is a captive no more— ^ He is risen." 

O Saviour ! as oft as our footsteps we bend, 

In penitent sadness to weep at thy grave. 
On the wings of thy greatness in pity descend, 

Be ready to comfort and "mighty to save.** 
We shrink not from scenes of desertion and woe, 

If there we may meet with the Lord whom we 
love ; 
Contented, with Mary, to sorrow below, 

If with her we may drink of thy fountain above. 

Cunningham. 

THE END OF AFFLICTION. 

The gloom of the night adds a charm to the morn, 
Stern winter the spring-time endears, 

And the darker the cloud on which it is drawn, 
The brighter the rainbow appears. 

So trials and sorrows the Christian prepare 

For the rest that remaineth above ; 
On earth tribulation awaits him ; but there 

The smile of unchangeable love. 
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HYMN FOR THE CONSECRATION OF A 

CHURCH. 

How vain the effort to erect 
A temple meet for Thee, Most High ! 

Though earth the verdant floor had decked, 
And heaven had spread its canopy : 

No limit can thy presence know, 

No earthly house thy glory shew. 

And yet 'twas in an humble shed 

The wandering shepherds found their King ; 
The lowly manger was thy bed, 

Whose praise angelic myriads sing ; 
'No meaner shrine exists on earth, 
Than that ennobled by thy birth. 

When, trembling to an upper room, 
Thy feeble infant church withdrew, 

When all was doubt, when all was gloom, 
Thou, our e'erliving Head, didst shew 

That where but two or three appear, 

Met in thy name, Thou wilt be there. 

Then come ! Assembled in thy name, 

To dedicate this house to Thee, 
Thy promise, Saviour, would we claim, 
Thy word, thy truth, our warranty : 
Fulfil the pledge which Thou hast given, 
That prayer from earth shall enter heaven ! 

R. W. Kyle. 
2 c3 
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BEREAVEMENT SANCTIFIED. 

Tkxbs is no flock, however wsieiudawi leaded, 

Bat one dead lamb is there; 
There is no fire-side, howsoe'er defended. 

But has one vacant chair. 

The air fo fuH of fare wells to the dying, 

And mourners for the dead; . 
The heart of Rachel, for her children crying. 

Will not he comforted. 

Let us be patient ! these severe afflictions 

Not from the ground arise ; 
But oftentimes celestiarbenedictions 

Assume this dark disguise. 

We see but dimly through the mists and vapours, 

Amidst these earthly damps; 
What seem to us but dim funereal tapers, 

May be Heaven's distant lamps. 

They are not dead ! the lambs of our affection, 

But gone into that school, 
Where they no longer need our poor protection, 

And Christ himself doth rule. 

Longfellow. 
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THE SAVIOUR'S INVITATION. 

Come, says Jesus' sacred voice, 
Come and make my paths your choice ; 
I will guide you to your home ; 
Weary pilgrim, hither come I 

Hither come, for here is found 
Balm that flows for every wound ; 
Peace that ever shall endure ; 
Rest eternal, sacred, sure ! 

Ye who, houseless, sad, forlorn, 
Long have borne the world's proud scorn ; 
Long have roam'd this barren waste ; 
Weary pilgrims, hither haste ! 

Ye who tost on beds of pain, 
Seek for rest, but seek in vain ; 
Ye whose swollen and sleepless eyes 
Long to see the morning rise ; 

Ye by fiercer anguish torn, 
Who the load of sin have borne ; 
Here repose your heavy care : 
A wounded spirit who can bear ? 

Hither come, for here is found 
Balm that flows for every wound ; 
Peace that ever shall endure ; 
Rest eternal, sacred, sure. 

MBS. BjUUBAJTLBt 



MOONLIGHT. 

The moon has but a borrowed light, 

A faint and feeble ray; 
She owes her beauty to the night, 

And hides herself by day. 

No cheering warmth her beam conveys, 
Though pleasing to behold ; 

We may upon her brightness gaze, 
And still be pierced with cold. 

Just such is all the light to man 

Which reason can impart ; 
It cannot shew an object plain, 

Or warm the frozen heart. 

The Gospel, like the sun at noon, 

Affords a glorious light ; 
Then fallen reason's boasted moon 

AtYnfiflTS no lnncrer hriorht.. 
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" BE NOT AFRAID." 

Matt. xir. 27. 

Loud was the wind, and wild the tide ; 

The ship her course delayed : 
Jesus came to their help and cried, 

" Tis I : be not afraid." 

Thus, when the storm of life is high, 

Come Saviour, to my aid ! 
Come, when no other help is nigh, 

And say, " Be not afraid." 

Speak, and my griefs no more are heard ; 

Speak, and my fears are laid ; 
Speak, and my soul shall bless the word, 

" 'Tis I : be not afraid." 

When on the bed of death I lie, 
And stretch my hands for aid ; 

Stand Thou before my closing eye, 
And say, " Be not afraid." 

Before thy judgment-seat above, 
When nature sinks dismayed, 

O cheer me with that word of love — 
" 'Tis I, be not afraid." 

H. F. Lytb. 



Sit) FL0WEBS 09 SACKED POBTBY. 



DIVINE LOVE. 

Oub Father sits on yonder throne, 

Amid the hosts above; 
He reigns throughout the world, alone, 
- He reigns, the God of love. 

He keeps oar souls, securely keeps, 

Whatever foe assails ; 
With watchfulness that never sleeps. 

With power that never fails. 

He gives us hope that we shall be 

Ere long with Him above ; 
That we shall all his glory see, 

And celebrate his love. 

Then let us, while we dwell below, 

Obey our Father's voice, 
To all his dispensations bow, 

And in his name rejoice. 

How sweet to hear Him say, at last, 
" Ye blessed children, come, 

The days of banishment are past, 
And heaven is now your home." 

Kellx. 
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" Tell ye your children of it, and let your children tell their children, and 
their children another generation." — Joel i. 3. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

« We consider the public greatly indebted to our au- 
thor; such narratives, whilst they bring before us the 
names of the pious dead, and present us with a lively 
record of their sufferings, for the sake of the Gospel, have 
a most beneficial tendency, in spreading among the com- 
munity, just views of the genuine character and Divine 
power of Christianity.'' — Protestant Journal. 

" A narrative like this exhibits Popery in its true light, 
and we recommend this interesting publication to the 
attention of our readers." — Christian Guardian* 
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" This la a narrative that most forcibly illustrates the 
power of genuine religion, and it will at once be found 
to interest the attention, to inspire gratitude for the high 
privileges we now enjoy, and detestation of the awful 
system of Popery." — Family Magazine. 

" Mr. R. has done good sendee to the Church in revi- 
ving the annals of these devoted Martyrs, who appear to 
hive been Christians of the highest order/' — Evangelical 
Magazine. 

" There are few works better calculated to do service 
to the cause of Protestant religion in these days, in which 
Popery is assailing us on all sides, and we therefore ear- 
nestly recommend it to those who have the interests of 
religion at heart". — Oaford Herald. 

"The work is full of interest, and has our willing 
commendation.'' — Christian Remembrancer. 

" Some interesting sketches will be found of these mar- 
tyrs, and their friends. The notices, too, of the house in 
which the Glovers resided, are extremely interesting." — 
Church of England Quarterly. 

" We have read this little volume with no ordinarv de- 
gree of pleasure ; let our readers buy this excellent book, 
and let them read it through attentively." — The Church- 
man. 

"In these pages the principles of Popery are developed, 
and the fact incontrovcrtibly established, that the prac- 
tices of the Papists are the natural fruits of their princi- 
ples. We strongly recommend the work to our readers. 
The spirit of Popery is placed in contrast with the spirit 
of Protestantism, and every one who reads the volume 
will rise from the perusal not only gratified, but bene- 
fited."— Bath Post. 

" In this affecting narrative, to which we beg tho 
attention of our readers, are some beautiful letters, with 
many precious fragments of Ridley, Bradford, and others, 
which present a touching display of that heavenly tem- 
per wherewith our martyrs met the persecuting cruelty 
exercised against them." — The Christian Ladys Maga- 
zine* 
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